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Le Malade Imagiuaire. 





ACT I. 


B® Argan difcoverd fitting at «Table, caff- 
te up bis Apothecary’s Bill with Coun- 


ters. 
\ 
t 
Ba Arg. ™4HREE and two's five; and 
s : ' . five’s ten, and ‘ten’s Twefi- 
( ty. Three and two's five. 
\ item, The 24th a little in- 


finuative, preparative and mollifying Clifter, 
; to mollify, moiften and refrefh the Bowels 
B of Monficur 4rgan, 30 Sou’s. There’s one. 

Am thing pleafes me mightily in Monfieut 
Fleurant, and that’ is, his Bills are always 
extreamly Civil: : The Bowels of Monfieur 

Argan, 30 Souw’s. wh but Monfieur Fleurant 

tis not enough to _ a Man oughe 
to 
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math to be Reafonable too, and not flea a poor 

Patient: 30 Sou’s for a Clifter! your 
Servant. Tve told ye of this before; 
In your other Bills you never reckon’d 
me more than 20 Sou’s ; and 20 Sou’s in 
the Language of an Apothecary, is asmuch 





Day, 2 good deterfive Clifter, compos'd of 
double Catholicum,R hubarb,Mdel Rofatum, &c. 
according to Prefcription ; to Waih,Cleanfe 
and Scower the Abdomen or lower Belly of 
Monfieur Argan, 30 Sou’s: By your leave, 
sx0 Sou’s. Item, The faid Day at Night, an 
epatick,Soporifick and Somniferous Julep, 
pmposd to make Monfieur Argan fleep, 
35 Sou’s. I don’t complain of that, for it 
made me fleep roundly: Ten, Fifteen, 
Sixteen, Seventeen, Sou’s, Six Deniers. 
Item, The 25th, a good purgative, cor- 
roborative Medicine, composd of Caffia 
Recens, Sena Levantina, Oc. accordin 
to Dr. Purgon’s Prefcription, to expel an 
i i evacuate Monfieur Argan’s Choler,4 Livres, 
i Hoh! Monfieur Fleurant you jeft ; you fhou’d 
if ufe your Patients with fome Humanity. Dr. 
tN} Purgon did not prefcribe you to put down 
I 4 Livres ; put down, poe down 3 Livres, if 
you pleafe. Item, The faid Day, ananodine 


DLP and aftringent Potion, to make Monfieur 
7 §* Argan repofe, 30 Sou’s; good, 15 Sou’s: 
Item, The 26th, a Carminative Clifter, to 
expel Wind, 30 Sou’s ; 10 Sou’s Monfieur 
' Fleur dit ; 


astofay1o Sou’s;therethey are. Item,Thefaid . 
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Fleurant ; Ufay,10 Sou’s. Item, The 27th, 
a good Medicine compos’d to drive out and 
diffipate Monfieur Argan’s Ill Humours, 3 
Livres; good,20 or 30 Sou’s at moft. I’m 
glad you're Reafonable. Item, The 28th, 
a Draught of Clarify’d, Dulcify’d Milk, 
to fweeten, lenify, temper and refrefh 
Monfieur Argan’s Blood, 20 Sou’s; good, 
10 Sou’s. Item, A Cordial prefervative 
Potion compos’d of 12 Grains of Bexoar, 
Syrup of Lemons, and Pomgranates, &c. 
according to prefcription, 5 Livres. Oh, 
Monfieur Fleurant, foftly, foftly, if yo 
pleafe; if this be your way of treatin 
People, who'd be Sick any longer 


Come, Come, content your felf with 40% 


Sou’s. Three and two's five, and five’s 
ten, and ten’stwenty. Sixty three Livres, 
four Sou’s, and fix Deniers. So then in 
this Month, I have taken but 1, 2, 3, 4, 
5, 6, 7, 8 Purges, and 1, 2, 3, 4, 55 6, 
7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12 Clifters ; and the laft 
Month I took r2 Purges, and 20 Clifters. 
So ’tis no wonder I an’t fo well this Month 
as I was the laft. I fhall acquaint Dr. 
Purgon on’t, that he may rectify this matcer. 
So, ho, there; take away thefe things. 
No body without—my fpeaking’s to no pur- 
pofe — I'm always left alone — There’s no 
way to keep ‘em here. [He Ring’s a Bell 

They don’t hear me, my Bell’s not lou 

enough, [Rings] my body ftirs. [Rings] 
Lid 2 


hey re 
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They're Deaf.— Toinerte. [Rings] Juft as if I 
did not ring at all. Why, Hufly, Slut. 
Rings] I'm out of all Patience. [Risgs] The 

evil take that Carrion — Is it poflible 
they fhou'd leave a poor Sick Creature 
alone in this Manner ? [Rings] Oh! Hor- 
sible. [Rings] Oh! Heav'ins, They'll lec 
ame Die here. — [Rings.] 


oi 






Enter Toinette. 


Toin. Coming. 
Arg. Ah, ye Devil! ye Plaguy —— 
Toin. The Duce take your Impatience 
for me — You hurry a-body fo, that Ive 
broke. my Head againft the Window-shutter. 
Arg. Ah, Impudence— 
Toin. Ha — [Cryes, 
Arg. Tis 2 —— 
Ten. Ha 
Arg. ’Tis an hour ———= 
Toin. Ha 
rg. Thou has left me — — 
Toin. oe —_—— . 
4rg. Hold your Tongue, ye Jade, that 
i may Scold PA thee, vila: 
| Join. Very well, in troth, after what I 
| have done to my felf. 
yp pbs 4rg. Thou haft made me hoarfe, thou 
; |) arrion, 











Toin, And 
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Toin. And you've made me break my 
Head ;. fet one againft coher: 

Arg. How, Huffey! 

Tom. If you Scold, Vil cry. 

Arg. Toleave me, ye Baggage ————+ 

Join. Ha 

Arg. Thou Jade, thou: woud’ ft——. 

Tim. Ha —— 

4rg. What, muft not I have the-Pleafure 
to Scold-at thee neither ? 

Toin. Scold as long as: you pleafe, Sir, | 
with all my Heart. 7 

4rg, But you hinder me, you Jade, by 
your continual Interruptions, 

Toin. If you have the Pleafure of ' Scold- 
ing, ‘tis but fair 1-hou’d have the Pleafurey 
of Crying ——— Ev'ry ons. to the 
Fancy. [Crye : 

Arg. Well, I muft put up all this, I fee —y 
Take away: thefe- things, Hufley; take 
‘em away. Has my Cliiter work’t well to 
day ? [Rifing out of bis Chair.} 

Join. Your Clifter ? 

Arg. Ay, have I voided-a" great deal ef 
Bilious Matter ?: 

Toin. Good Faith I never trouble my 
felf about thofe Matters; ‘cis for Monfieur< 
Fleurant to have his Nofe in ’em, he gets 
by ’em—— 
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Arg. Take care to get me fome Broth 
ready for tother I'm to take by and 


Toin. This Monfieur Fleurant and Dr. 
Purgon divert themfelves very prettily at 
the Expence of your Carcafe—They’ve a 
a Milch-cow of you— Tho’ [d fain 

ow of thofe Gentlemen what Diftemper 
you have, that they make you take fuch 
a World of Phyfick. 

Arg. Hold your Tongue, ye ignorant 
thing you; is it for you to controul the 
Prefcriptions of the Learned? Go, call 
my Daughter Angelica to me — I’ve fome- 
thing to fzy to her. 

T.in. Here fhe comes, Sir, asif fhe had 
guett your Intention. m 3 

Esk 


Enter Angelica. 


“rg. Come hither Angelica, you're here 

very opportunely. I want to {peak with 
ou. 

: Ang. Your Pleafure, Sir ? 

Arg. Hold alittle—give me my Cane— 
Fil come again prefently. 

Join. Go, Sir, make hafte This 
Monfieur Fleurant fer’s us all to work 
i faith. [ Exit Argan. 

Ang. Toinette. [With a languifhing Air. 
Toin. Well. 





Ang. Look 
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Ang. Look upon me a little. 

Toin. Well, I do look upon you. | 

Ang. Toinette. d 

Toin. What wou'd you have with Tcinette? 

Ang. Can'ft thou not guefs what I'd fay? 

Toin. Something or other of your young 
Lover, I fuppofe ; for thefe fix Days our 
Converfation has been nothing elfe, and 
you're never well but when you're talk- 
ing of him. 

Ang. Since thou did’ft know that, why 
did’ft not thou mention-him firft, and {pare 
me the Trouble of forcing thee into this 
Difcourfe ? 

Toin. You don’t give me time to do’t——= 

ou take fo much care about that Bus’nefs 
tis no eafy. matter to be before-hand wit 
you, 





ng. Lown, I can never be weary of 

talking of him, and that my Heart im- 
patiently takes the Advantage of ev'ry 
minute I can get to difclofe its felf co 
thee-—— But tell me, Toinetre, Doft thou 
condemn the Sentiments I have for him ? 

Toin. No certainly. . 

4ng. Am I to blame to abandon my felf 
to thefe foft Impreffions ? 

Toin. I don’t fay fo. 

Ang. And woud'tt thou haveme Infenfible 
‘9. the Tender. Proteftations of that Ardent 
>aflion he expréffes for me ? 

Join, Heay’n forbid. : 
B 4 Ang. Telk 
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mt Ang. Tell me a little, Doft not thou-ap- 
at prehend, as well as I, there was fomething 
i of Providence, fomething of Fate, in the 
| unexpected Adventure of our Acquain- 
tance ? - 

Toin.. ¥es. 

Ang. And doft thou not think that Adcti- 
on of. refcuing me without prsen me, 
was perfectly gentee} ? 

- Yes. 
ga; That “twas impofible to'make a 
i * a generous Ufe of it? 4 
! -- Join. Agreed. 
ding. That he perform’ d all this wich the 
Grace in the World 3” 
oin, Qh, yes. 
ming. Doft thou not think him very hand- 
- fome in his Perfon ? 

Aa * , Tein. Mott affuredly. 

ay Ang. That he has ke beft Air in the 
i f | World ? 

Pi , Toin. Without doubt. 

Ang. That his Difcourfe and Aétions 
have fomething Grand and Noble ? } 

Toin. Certainly. 

4. Ang. That ‘Gs impoffible co oupref mort 
Paffion and Affe@ion than he does in al 
he fays to me ? 

bbe. | Tain. True. | 

Phas: sc ading ‘That: nothing can be more un 
hess the reftraine Iam under, which 

ms us of all che Means of communicating 



















1, 





























Le MALADE IMAGINAIRE, 9 


foft Tranfports of that Mutual Ardour Hea. 
ven has infpir’d us with ? 

Join. Right. 

Ang. But, my dear Tormette, Doft thou be- 
lieve that he Loves me fo much as he pro 
fe fles ? 

Toin. Ha — Thofe things are not ab- 
folutely to be depended on — The Shew of 
Love is very like the Reality — and I have 
feen thofe who have acted that Part very 
naturally. 

Ang. Ali, Toinetre, what doft thou fay ? 
Alas ! isit poffible, in the manner he fpeaks; 
3 that he fhou’d cell: me any thing thar is nor 
true? . 

‘Toin. Let chat be as it-will, in a thort time 

. roe be convine’d; and the Refélution h¢ 
as takenyas he'wiit you ¥efterday, to ask 

your Father's Confent, will foon difcover 








: whether what he fays be real or no———— 
That will be a Proof indeed. 
Ang. Ah, Toinette,' ¥f he fhou’d deceive 
$ a ‘Hl never believe a Man as. long as I 
ive. 


‘Toin.’ Madath, your’ Father. 





Enter Argan. [Sitting down in bis Chair.) 


Arg. So Child, I have News to tell you, 
fuch: as you‘ little expe@ to hear, perhaps. 
There has been Application made to me to 
difpofe of thee in Marriage. How, —_— 

that 2 






























































mr - < 
ae es 


- ee ee en A 











T4i 
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that? You laugh. Ah, that Word Marri- 
age is avery pleafant Thing. Nothing fo 
merry to young Girls, Ah, Nature, Na- 
ture! Well, by what Ican fee then,Daugh- 
ter, I have no need to ask you if you are 
inclin’d to be Marry'd ? 

Ang. "Tis my Duty, Sir, to do whatever 
you fhall be pleas’d to command. 

Arg. I'm very well pleas'd to have fo du- 
tiful a Daughter—Well then, the Thing’s 
concluded on, and my Promife is obtain‘d. 

Ang. "Tis for me, Sir, blindly to follow 
the Dictates of your Will. 

Arg. My Wife, your Mother-in-law, had 
a mind to have you a Nun, as well as your 
litle Sifter Louyfon, and has always ftifly 
riifted in’t. 

‘in. The cunning Gypfie knew what fhe 
fic [Afide.} 
Arg. She wou'd by no means confent to 
this Marriage ; but I carry’d it at laft, andI 
have given my Word for't. 

Ang. Ah, Sir, -how much am I oblig’d 
to you for all your Goodnefs ! 

Toin. This is what I like now, and in- 
_ the wifeft Action you ever did in your 

Arg. I have not yet feen the Perfon, but 
they tell me I fhall be very well Aatisfy'd 
with him,.and fo wilt thou too, Child. 

Ang. Without doubt, Sir. -; 

drg. Hatt feen him then— ha? 

~  - mg. Since 
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Ang. Since your Confent authorifes 
me to make a difcovery of my Heart, I 











} will not conceal from you that Chance 
' brought us acquainted about fix Days ago, 
; and that the Application which has been 
made to you, is the Effect of that Inclinati- 
on which at firft Sight we conceiv’d for one 
another. 
Arg. That was more than I was told, 
but I’m glad on’t ; ‘tis fo much the better 
that things fhou’d go in that manner. They 
tell me he’s a jolly, handfome, young 
Fellow. | ; 
Lf Ang. He is fo, Sir. 
3 Arg, Well Shap’d. 
j : Ang. Without doubt. 
| 4rg. Agreeable in his Perfon. 
3 Ang. Certainly. 
} Arg. Of a good Phifiognomy. 
? Ang. Very good. - 
r 4rg. Difcreet,and well born. 
Ang. Perfedly. 
i Arg. Very accomplifht. 
Ang. The moft accomplifht Man in the 
. World. 
Arg. And {peaks Greek and Latin well. 
Ang. —I don’t know that. 
t 4rg. And will be admitted Doétor of 
| Phyfick within thefe three Days, 





Ang. He, Sir? 

Arg. Ay, Did he not tell thee fo ? 

Ang. No, indeed. Who was it told you 
fo ? Arg. Ds: 
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Arg. Dr. Purgon. 

Ang. Does Dr. Purgon know him ? 

4rg. Avery pretty Queftion! He muft 
heeds know him; why, le’s his Nephew. 

Ang. Cleantes Dr. Purgon’s Nephew ? 

Arg, What Cleantes?: We are {peaking of 
the Perfon I'm follicited to marry thee te. 

Ang. Imeanthefame. 

Arg. Very well, and that’s the Nephew 
of Dr. Purgow; who is the Son of his Bro- 
ther-in-law the Phyfician Dr. Dyafosrus, and 
this Son’s Name is Thomas Dyafoirus,and not 
Cleantes. Dr.Purgon, Mr..Flewrant, and I, 
concluded the Match. this very Marning, 
and to Morrow this Son-in-law defignd 
to be introduc’d to me by his Father. Ha, 
hat’s the matter? You're furpris‘d:! 

Ang. ’Tis becaufe, Sir, I perceive now 
that you fpeak of one Perfon, ard Iun- 
derftood you of another. 

Join. How, Sir; is it poflible you fhou’d 
entertain fo whimfical a Defign ; and that 
a Perfon of your.Eftate, fhou'd pretend ta, 
marry your Datghter to a Phyfician ?- 

Arg. Yes, Hufley! and what have you 
to do to trouble your Head about it, Impu- 
dence ?. 

Toin. Patience, Sit, Patience— you're fal- 
ling immediately into.your Invedives : Gan’e 
we reafon the Cafe together wirhout flying . 
into a Paffion ?, Come, let’s talk in cool 
Blood. What's your Reafon, if you pleafe, 
for fuch a Marriage ?. Arg. My: 
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Arg. My Reafon’s this,—that finding my- 
felf infirm and Sickly, as lam, I am de- 
firous to have my Son-in-law and my Re- 
lations Phyficians ; in order to provide my- 
felf with the beft Affiftance I can againft 
my Diftempers, and to have in my own 
Family a conftant Supply of Medicaments 


neceflary for me,and now and then to make 


one at Confultations my felf. 

Toin. Very well, this is giving a Reafon, 
and there’s fome Pleafure in aniwering one 
another calmly. But, Sir, lay your Hand 
upon your Heart, and tell me confcienti- 
oufly, Are you really Sick? 

Arg. How, you Jade, am I really Sick — 


really Sick, Impudence! 


Toin. Well, Sir, well; you are Sick then, 


we'll have no Quarrel aboutthat. Yes,you 


are very Sick. I agree tot, and more Sick 
than you think for— that’s over: But your 
Daughter, Sir, is to marry a Husband for 
her felf ; and not being Sick, has no necef- 
fity for a Phyfician. 

Arg. "Tis for my own fake that I'd mar- 
ry her to.a Phyfician ; and a Girl that has 
any Good-nature ought to be over-joy’d 
of the occafion of marrying forthe Ad- 
vantage of her Father’s Health. 

Tein, ——— Sir, will you let me advife 
you, as. aFriend. 


Arg. Well, and what's this Advice of 


yours ? 
Tein. Ne-~ 
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Toin. Never to think any more of this 
Match. 

4rg. Ha — and the Reafon, pray ? 

Toin. The Reafon! — becaufe your 
Daughter will never confent to’t. 

Arg. She'll never confent to’t ? 

Toin. No. 

Arg. My Daughter? — 

Toin. Your Daughter: She'll tell you, 
fhe has nothing to do with Dr. Dyafiiras, 
nor his Son Thomas Dyafoirus, nor all the 
Dyafoirus’s in Chriftendom. 

Arg. I have to dowith’em. Befides, the 
Match is more Advantagious than you ima- 
gine. Why, he’s Dr. Dyafoirus’s only Son 
nd Heir ; and what is more, Dr. Purgon, 
who has neither Wife nor Child, fettles his 
whole Eftate on him in Confideration of 
this Marriage ; and Dr. Purgon is a Perfon 
that has good 8000 Livres a Year. 
ee | Join. Lord! what a World of People 
if! muft he have kill'd to get fuch an Eftate ! 
F Arg. Eight thoufand Livres a Year is 
fomething, let me tell ye; without reckon- 
ing the Father’s Eftate. 

Join. All this, Sir, is very fine and well; 
but I'm of the fame Mind ftill ; and there- 
fore do advife you, among Friends, tothink 
of fome other Husband for her ; fhe was 


' oA never made to be Madam Dyafoirus. 
oa Arg. But I will have it fo. 
\ Join, Oh fy, don’e talk fo. 





} . / * Art. How 
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Arg. How, not talk fo ? 

Toin. No. 

Arg. And why not pray ? 

Toin. They'll fay you don’t know what 
you talk. 

Arg. Let ’em fay what they will; but I 
tell you, I'll have her perform what 
I have given my Word for. 

Toin. No, I'm fure fhe'll never do’t. 

Arg. Til make her then. 

Toin. She'll never do’t, I tell you. 

Arg. She thall do’t, or I'll put her into a 
Convent. 

Toin. You? 

Arg. I. 

_ Toin. Good. 

Arg. How Good? 

Toin. You fhall not put her into a Convent. 

Arg. I thall not put her into a Convent ? 

Toin. No. 

4rg. No! 

Zoim. No. 

Arg. Hey-day! that’s pleafant indeed. I 
fhan't put my own Daughter into a Con- 
vent if I pleafe ? 

Join. No, I tell you. 

Arg. Who fhall hinder me ? 

Join. Your-feif. 

Arg. My-felf ? 

Toin. Yes — you won't have the Heart 
to do't. 

Arg. I hall. 

Toin, You 
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Toin. You jeft. 

Arg. I don't jeft. ; 

Toin. Your fatherly Tendernefs will not 
fuffer you. 

Arg. But it will. 

Toin. Tis but her fhedding a Tear or 
two, throwing her Arms about your Neck, 
calling you Papa prettily and tenderly, and 
you will Relent. 

Arg. All that won’e do. 

Toin. Yes, yes. ; 

Arg. I tell you, I’m not to be mov’d. 
Toin. You trifle. 

Arg. You'll find Idon’t trifle. 

Toin. Lord, don’t, I know you? You are 
really and in your felf good-natur'd. 

4rg. 1 am not good-naturd, Im ill- 
naturd, when I’ve a Mind tot. 

[In a Paffion.} 

Toin. Patience, Sir, you don’t confider 
you're Sick. 

4rg. I command her abfolutely to pree 
pare to take the Husband I nam’d. 

Toin, And I abfolutely forbid her to do 
any fuch thing. 

Arg. Hey-day ! where-abouts are we ? 
And what impudence is this, fora fawcy 
Quean of a Servant to talk at fiich a rate 
to her Matter? Uist 

Toi». When a Mafter do's not confider 
what he do’s, a Servant that has Senfe is 
oblig’d to inform him better. 


Arg. Ins 
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Arg. Infolence! Pil knock ye down.” 
[Rumming after Toinette. ] 
Toin. ’Tis my Duty to oppofe-ev’ry thing 
which may refle& upon your Honour.” 
_ [Ranning from bim to fave befor] : 
Arg. Come hither, come hither; [il 
teach ye to talk tome,: F will fo. 
ii [Running round the Chair with bis Cane in 
his hand.} 
Toin. I intereft tny felf, as E ought,’ in 
he ‘you from committing fuch.an 
ndifcretion. 
Arg. Devil! 
Toin. No, I will never confent to: thi 
| = Marriage. 
ec UF Arg. Villainous Jade! 
. - Toin. I will not have her Marry: yout 
"= Thomas Dyafoirus. 
Arg. Impudent Baggage ! 
J Toin. And fhe will obey me fooner'than - 
, you. 
Arg. Angelica, will not thow hold -that : 
Jade for me? | 
Ang. Ah! Sir, don’t difcompofe ‘and 
lo make your felf Sick: 
_ Arg. If thou will not hold her fot me;: . 
I refufe thee my Bleffing. 
‘Yy Toin. And Pil. disinherit her if fhe obeys: ° 






"3 
iomaiiie? 





Arg. Oh, I'm-fpent, I'm gone. ‘This~ > 
4 is-enough to kill me — ~~ [Throws :dim/el, 





down in-bis Chair, tir'd withrunning efter ber.| » 
G:- Enter 
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Enter Belina. 


‘Arg. Ah my Dear, come hither. 
Bel What's the Matter,my pees Dearee ? 
4rg. Oh, come hither and help me. 
1} Bel. What is the Matter, my little Dearee? 
i Arg. My Love. 
hie Bel. Well my Love. 
Arg. They have been vexing me. 
Bel. Alas, my poor little Dearee! and 
how, pray, my Love? 
Arg. Your Jade there, Toimette, is grown 
gmore Infolent than ever. 
Bel. Don’t put your felf into a Paffion. 
dg. She has made me Mad, my Dear, 
Bel Softly, my Child. 
Arg. She has been Thwarting me this 
re hour about things which I will have done. 
| Bel. So, fo, foftly. 
. | 4rg. And had the Impudence to tell 
me, that I am not Sick. 
Bel., Impertinent Creature! 
Ae You know, my Heart, how it is 
With me, 
Bel. Yes, my Heart.—She is to blame. 
Arg. My Love, that Jade will kill me, 





| ! Bel. No, No. 
ag. She’s the Caufé of all this Choler I 
Pe i Be: breed. 2 
Bat Bel, Don't fret your felf fo. 








s ‘Arg. And 
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Arg. And I have fpoke, I don’t know 
how many times to you, to turn her a~ 
way. 

Bel. Lord, my Child, there are no 
Servants, either Men or Women, that have’ 
not their Faults. And we are fometimes 
oblig’d to bear with their bad Qualities 
upon the Account of their good ones. 
This Wench is handy, carefull, diligent, 
and what's above all, honeft;and you know 
that now a-days one muft be Cautious of 
whom we take into our Service. Here, 
Toinette. 

Join. Madam. 

Bel. What’s the Reafon, that. you vex 
your Mafter at this rate ? 

Tin. T Madam ? [In a foft Tone.]' Alas, 
don’t know what you mean — I'm fure 
Strive as much as I'can, to pleafe him in: 
every thing. 

Arg. Ah, Traitrefs ! 

Toin. He told us, he was refolv'd to 
Marry his Daughter to Dr. Dyafoirus’s Sort:. 
And I anfwerd that in my Opinion the- 
Match was very Advantagious for. her ;; 
but that I believ'd he wou'd do better to° 
put her into a Convent. 

Bel. There’s no.great harm in that ; and It 
think fhe has Reafon. 

Arg. Ah, my Love! Do’ft’ thou. believe 
Her? She’s a wicked Devil. She. faid* aa 
thoufand infolent things to me. 

Cc 2 - Bil Well}, 
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Bel, Well, well, I do believe you, my 
Deat —— So, compofe your felf a little — 
Hark ye, Toimette, if ever you anger your 
Mafter agen, I'll turn you out of Doors; 
fo, give me his Fur-Gown and the Pillows, 
that I may fet him up in his Chair — You 
fit I don’t know how — Put your Night- 
Cap more over your Ears — There's no- 
thing makes you catch Cold more than 
letting the Air come to your Ears. 

Arg. Ah! ny Dear, how much am I 
oblig’d to you for all the Care you take of 
me! 

Bel. Raife your felf up a little and let 
Mie put this under you— [Putting rhe Pillows 
about Argan.} Letme put this to keep you 


_ tip, and that on the other Side o” you —— 


this behind your Back, and the other to 
Fan your Head upon. 

Tein. And this to keep you frem the 
Damp, Sir, (Clapping 4 Pillow roughly upon bis 
Head, and then running Ste | 

Arg. Ah, you Jade,you've Stifled me. [Gere 
ting out of bis Chair, and throwing the Pillows 
at Toinette.] 

Bel. Peace, peace —— What's the Matter 
now ? 

* Arg. Ah, Ah, P'm Dead, Pm gone-- [Sit 
ting down in bis Chair again out Z Breath, 

Bel. What makes you fo Frétful? She 
Sacant it well, 


Arg. Ab 
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Arg. Ah my Love, you don’t know the 
Malice of that wicked Creature. Oh! She 
has fo difcompos’d me, that ’tis more than 
eight Purges, and twelve Clifters can do 
to fet me to rights again. 

Bel. So, fo, my little Dearee, pacify 
your felf a little. 

Arg. My Love, thou’rt the only Com- 
fort I have. 

Bell. Poor little Dearee. 

Arg. That I may endeavour then to re- 
quite the Love you fhew me, I’m refolv’d, 
as I told you, to make my Will. 

Bel. Ah, my Love, let's not fpeak on’t, 
befeech you, I can’t bear the Thoughts 
it ;the bare mentioning of that Word make 
me ready to Swoon for Grief. 

Arg. 1 bid you to fpeakto your Scrivner 
about it. 

Bel. Hes without there —I brought him 
along with me. 

Arg. Let him come in then, my Love. 

Bel, Alas! my Dear, when one loves a 
Husband dearly, one is but in an indiffe- 
rént Condition to think of thefe Matters, 


Enter Monficur Bonwefoy the Scrivner. 


Arg. Come Monficur Bonnefoy, come hither; 
take a Chair, if you pleafe. My Wife has 
told me, Sir, that you're avery honeft Man, 
and one of her fpecial good Friends, _ I 

ave 
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have order’d her to give you Directions 
about making my Will. : | 

BJ. Alas! I'm not able to fpeak about 
thofe things. | 

Bon. She has acquainted me, Sir, with 
your Intentions,and what ’tis you defign for 
her; but I muft cell you thereupon, that 
ro can give nothing. to your Wife by 

ill. 

Arg. And why fo? 

Bon. Becaufe Cuftom is againft ic. If 
ou were in a Country that goes by Statute- 
aw, it wou’d ftand good; but at Paris, 
nd Countries Govern’d for the moft pare 
by Cuftomary Laws, it can't be done, the 
Difpofition wou'd be void. All that Hus- 
band and Wife can do each for other is 
by way of mutual Gift for Life ; and to do 
that too, there muft be no Children of the 
Conjunés, or of either of ’em, at the De- 
ceafe of the Perfon that Dies firft. 

Arg. Why then ’tis an impertinent Cuf- 
tom, that a Husband can leave nothing’ to 
his Wife that loves him fo tendérly and 
takes fo much Care of him. I cou’d find 
in my Heart to go to Council;and fee what 
can be done in this Cafe. 

Bon. Council! why they’re the worft 
Perfons you can apply. to; for they are 
commonly fevere in thefe Points,and fancy 
it a mighty. Crime to difpofe of-any thing 
agaiuit. Law. Theyre a fore of difficult 

, People, 
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People, and don’t know the By-ways there 
are of leading a Confcience. No, there are 
other Perfons to be confulted,who are more 
proper: to accomodate you, and are pro- 
vided with Expedients to skip gently over 
the Law, and to make that Legal which is 


i ‘ not Juft; who know how to f{mooth the 


difficulties of an Affair, and to find Means 
of eluding Cuftom by fome indire& Ad, 
vantage — Without that, where fhou'd we 
be? There’s a Dexterity we muft employ 
in things, or we fhou’d do no manner of 
Bufinefs. I wou'd not give a Sous elfe for 
our Profeffion. 

Arg. Indeed, Sir, my VVife told me that 
you were a very ingenious and very hg 
neft Man. ‘Be pleas‘d then to tell me wh 
I may do to give all my Eftate to my VVife 
and to cut off my Children? 

Bon. May do? VVhy you may privily 

itch upon an intimate Friend of your 
WVite’s, and by your VVill, in due form 
of Law, bequeath him. all you can, and 
this Friend afterwards fhall return it all to 
her— You may without Sufpition too, Sign 
a good Number of Bonds payable to feve- 
ral Perfons, who fhail allow your VVife ro 
make ufe of their Names, buc who, at che 
fame time,fhall leave in her Hands a Decla- 
ration that what they did was only to ferve 
her, You. may alfo,in your Life-time, put 
into 


' 
. 
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into her Hands what ready Money or Notes . 
you may -have payable ta the Bearer. - 
Bel. Lord! what: occafion is there to 
torment you with all thefe things? When 
ou leave the World my. Dear,-I'll not ftay: 
hind. 
Are. My Love. ) 
Ba Ay, my-Dearee, if T'm- fo unhappy - 
to lofe you — 
Arg. WA poor Dear. 
i Life will be-no longer of any Value 
to-me. 


Arg. My Love! | 

Bel Ill follow you, to let you fee the 

éndernefs I have for you. 

Arg. My Love, thou break’ft my Heart ; - 
be Comforted, prithee be Comforted. 

Bon. Thefe Tears, Madam, are unreafo- 
nable ; things are not come to that pafs yet. 

Bel. Oh Sir, you don’t know what ’tis - 
to have a Husband that one loves dearly. 

4rg. The only thing that grieves me, 
rz! Dear, if Ido die, is'that I never had a 


ild by you. Doétor Pargom promis'd me 
I fhou'd be able to get one. 


Bon. That may come ffill. 
_ @rg. Well then, my Love, my Will muft 
be made after the Manner the Géntleman 
fpoke of; but by way of precaution, I 
intend to put into your Hands 20000 
Livres in Gold which I have ar my 
Bed’s-Head and two Notes payable - 
t 
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Bearer, one of Six thoufand Livres, and 
the other of Four, due to me, one from 
Monfieur Damon, and the other from Mon- 
fieur Gerantes. 

Bel. No, No, Pll have none of ’em, I 
won't touch °em—— How much did you 
fay there was at the Bed’s-Head ? 

Arg. Twenty Thoufand Livres,my Heart. 

Bel. Don’t talk to me of Eftate and For- 
tune,I befeech you—How much the Notes ? 

Arg. One, my Love, is of Six, the other 
of Four Thoufand Livres. 

Bel. All the Goods of this World, my 
Love, are nothing to me in comparifon of 
thee. Ah! Ah! [Crie 

Bon. Is't your Pleafure we fhou’d pr 
ceed to make the Will ? 

Arg. Ay Sir,—but we fhall do’t better in 
my little Clofet. Come my Love, Support 
me, prithee fupport me. 

Bel. Come, my little poor dear Love. 

[Exeunt.) 


Enter Angelica and Toinette. 


Join. They're got there together with a 
Scriv’ner, and I overheard ‘em talk of a 
Will. Your Mother-in-Law is not Idle, 
fhe’s certainly putting your Father upon 
fome Contrivance again{t your Intereft. 

Ang. Let him difpofe of my Fortune 2s 
he pleafes, provided ¥ do's not cifpofe of 

my 
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my Heart. Thou feeft, Toimette, che violent 
Defigns they have againft it. Don’t. aban- 
don me,I beg thee, in my Extremicy. 

Toin. Labandon you! No, FH. die firft. 
Your Mother-in-Law in vain tries all man- 
ner of Ways to gain me to her Intereft. 
But fhe may {pare her Pains; ’tis to no Pur- 
pofe, my whole Inclination has ever been 
to Serve you; but to Serve yeu more Ef- 
fe@tually, and difcover her Intrigues, I ins 
tend to change my Battery, difguife my 
Affection for you, and feign a Compliance 
with her Sentiments. t) 

Ang. Endeavour , Eee we, to give 

Jeantes Notice of this Marpfage that’s con- 
cluded on. 

Join. I've no body to employ o’ that Er- 
rand but the Old Ufurer Polichinello my 
Lover. . Twill coft me the faying of fome 
kind things to make him do it, bue I fhan’t 
be {paring of them for your:fake. ’Tis 
too late 'to Day, but to Morrow very ear- 
ly Pil fend for him, and he’ll be overjoy’d 
a [ Toinette call’d within.] 

Hark. I'm call’d, Goodnight. Rely upon 


me. 
The End of the Fixf A.C T. 


An Interlude Perform'd between Polix 
chinello and the Watch,’ with 
Somgs and Dances. 


ACT. II. 
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i- A C T II. 

. 7 

4 Enter Tomette, Cleantes, at feveral 
f- Doors. 

| 

ly Toin. wa. SS wou'd you fpeak with, 
£ Sir? 

Clean. Who wou'd I fpeak with? 

ve Toin. Blefs me? Isit you ?~—What’s your 
m- intention of coming hither ? 3 

; Clean. To know my Deftiny ; to fpe: 
ad to the lovely ‘Angelica ,. to confult ¢ 
ny | Sentiments of her Heart, and learn her 
ne Refolution about this fatal Marriage, which 
nt I’ve juft had notice of. 

fis jf Toin. Ay, but Angelica, is not to be 
ar= , fpoke with fo: flap-dafh ‘as you imagine. 
yd There’s more Difficulty in the Matter than 
mJ |] that comes to; you have been told under 
on how ftri@ a guard fhe’s confin’d ; that fhe’s 


not fuffer’d to ftir out or {peak to any Body, 

and that it was the Curiofity of an old 
te Aunt, which procur’d us that Liberty of 
oli- going to:the Play, which gave Birth to 
vith your Paffion ; an Adventure, we have been 
very Cautious of talking of ever fince. 














I. 





Dz Clean. Right, 
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fq Clean. Right, and therefore I come not 
/) «here -as Cleanres, and her Lover; but as-a 
. Friend of her Mufick Mafter’s, who has giv’n 
me leave to fay, -ehat he fends me to fup- 
ply his place. 
Toin, Here’s her Father —— Step back a 
fittle, and leave me to tell him who yau 
are. ) 







Enter Argan. 


4rg. Dr. Purgon order’d me every Morn- 
j ing to take twelve Turns in my Chamber, 
ut I forgot to ask him whether it fhou'd 
| be long-ways or broad-ways. 

| Toin. Siz, here is 

®) ! — 2cid4rg.Speak foftly Huffy, thou haft ftunn’d 
ia a | } «my Brains; thou ne'er remembreft that 





Sick People are not to be:bauld to at fuch 
a Rate. 

Tain. 1 was going to tell you, Sir——— 

Arg. Speak foftly, I cell thee. 

Toin. Sir. ‘ 

Arg. Hay? 

Toin. I fay thac——— 

Arg. Well, what fay’ft thou? 

Yow. There’s a Man wou'd fpeak with 
you. 





| Arg. Let him come in. — [Zoinette makes 
Signs to Cleantes to advance] 





t Clean. o—_— 


Join. Don’t 
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Toin. Don’t {peak too loud Sir, .for feat 

of ftunning my Maftef’s Brains. 

Clean. Sir, I'm overjoy’d to find you out 
of your Bed, and to fee you in ¢, much 
better Health , ' 

Toin. How d'ye mean better Héalth!. ’tis 
falfe, my Matter’s always ill. - 

Clean. I heard the Gentleman was better, 
and in my Opinion he looks very well. 

Tvin. What do you meam by ‘looking 
very well,—my Matter looks very ill, and 
they're a parcel of impertinent People that 
told you he was better, he was never fo 

bad in his Life. 
: 4rg. She’s in the Right. . 
Toin. He. walks, fleeps, eats and drinks 
like other Fo!ks, but that do’s net hinder 
L-~| him from being very Sick. 
: . Arg. “Tis true. 

Clean. I'm mighty forry for’t Sir,—I come 
to wait on the Young Lady your Daughter 
from herSinging-Matter—who being oblig’d 
to go irito the Country for a few Days, has. 
fent me, being his intimate Friend, to 
Practice over fome Leffons with her,for fear 
fhe fhou’d forget ’em. 

Arg. Very well, call Angelica. 





—_— 











h Toin. I believe Sir, "twou’d. be better to 
fhew. the Gentleman up into her Chamber. 
ef 4rg. No, bid her come hither. 





D3 | Tein. He'll 
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Clean. Right, and therefore I come not 
-here -as Cleantes, and her Lover; but asa 
Friend of her Mufick Matter’s, who has giv’n 
me leave to fay, «that he fends me to fup- 
ply his place. 

Toin, Here’s her Father -— Step back a 
fittle, and leave me to cell him who yau 
are. 









Enter Argan. 


4rg. Dr. Purgon order’d me every Morn- 
i ing to take twelve Turns in my Chamber, 
ue ut I forgot to ask him whether it fhou'd 
4 | be long-ways or broad-ways. 





| 2 Toin. Siz, here is 
%)! 2 (idrg.Speak foftly Huffy, thou haft ftunn’d 
‘) |} «my Brains; thou ne'er remembreft that 
| Sick People are not to be:baul’d to at fuch 
a Rate. 
Tain. 1 was going to tell you, Sir——— 
lat Arg.. Speak foftly, I cell thee. 
ia Toin. Sit. 
| ; Arg. Hay? 
Toin. 1 fay that—— 
Arg. Well, what fay’ft thou? 
Yow, There's a Man wou'd fpeak with 








t : you, 
J Arg. Let him come in. — [Toimette makes 
“> Signs to Cleantes to advance.] 


Clean, Sif—neaee 








‘ 
oF Tvin. Don’t 
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Toin. Don’t {peak too loud Sir,.for feat 
_of ftunning my Maftet’s Brains. 
Clean. Sir, I'm overjoy’d to find 7 out 








of your Bed, and to fee you in fo much | 
better Health ; 

Toin. How dye mean better Health !. ’tis 
falfe, my Matter’s always ill. - ; 


Clean. I heard the Gentleman was better, 
and in my Opinion he looks very well. 
Tvin. What do you meam by looking 
very well,;—my Matter looks very ill, and 
they're a parcel of impertinent People that 
: told you he was better, he was never fo 
) bad in his Life. 
; Arg. She’s in the Right. . 
Tcin. He. walks, fleeps, eats and drinks 
like other Folks, but that do’s not hindgays 


_ 





him from being very Sick. 
4 . Arg.. Tis true. : 
1 Clean. I'm mighty forry for’t Sir,—I come 


to wait on the Young Lady your Daughter: 
from herSinging-Matter—who being oblig’d 
to go into the Country for a few Days, has. 
fent me, being his intimate Friend, to 
Practice over fome Leffons with her,for fear 
fhe fhou’d forget ’em. 

Arg. Very well, call Angelica. 








h Toin. I believe Sir, *twou’d. be better to 
fhew. the Gentleman up into her Chamber. 
es Arg. No, bid her come hither. 


D3): ° Téa. Het 
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Toin. He'll not be able to Teach her as 
he ought, if they are not by themfelves, 

Arg. Go, Go, I fay. 

Toim. Sit twill only difturb you, and 
youre not ina Condition to be difcom-' 
pos’d,and to have your Brains Stunn’d. 

4rg. No, No, I love Mufick, and I 
fhou'd be very glad—to——. Ah, here fhe 
is. Do you go and fee if my Wife be 
Drefs'd, [Exit Toin.] 











Enter Angelica. 


Arg. Come hither Child, your Mufick- 

Matter it feems is gon out of Town, but 

he has fent this Gentleman to fupply his 

m |, Place. 

i Ang. Ah Heavn’s! 

©) 4 Avg. What's that? From whence this 

| Surprize! 

in ' |” dng. *Tis-—- 

| Arg. What is’t that puts you into this Dif- 

| order ? 

| | Ang. *Tis, Sir, a furprizing Accident 

) |} thae I meet withal here. 

4 Arg. How's that ? 

ae Ang. I Dream’d laft Night, that I was in 
the greateft Perplexity in the World, and 

") i, that a Perfon exadly refembling this Gen- 

hi, | tleman came to me, and upon ‘my-ask- 

') | ing his Affiftance, deliver’d me out of the 

| | Trouble Iwas in ; I cou'dnottherefore but be 

14 aA 
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a little furpriz’d to meet here unexpe@edly 
upon-my coming in, with the thing I had 
fo lively an Idea of all Night. 

Clean. "Tis hofmall Happinefs to have a 
Place in your Mind whether Sleeping or 
Waking: But my good Fortune wou'd be 
extraordinary indeed, if you were in fome 
fuch Trouble, as you fhou’d think me Wor- 
thy to be the Author of your Deliverance; 
there is nothing which I woud not do 


, tO—-—-, 





Enter Toinette. 


Toin. Faith Sir, ’'m o’ your Side now, 
and Irenounce all that I faid Yefterday. 
Here’s Dr. Dyafoirus the Father, and Mos 
fieur Dyafoirus the Son come to make yo 

a Vifit—You'll be choicely hope up wit 
a Son-in-Law! You'll fee one of the Hand- 
fomeft Fellows Sir in the World, and the 
Wirtieft. He fpoke but two Words, and 
they’ve ravifh’'d me ; and for your Daugh- 
ter, fhe can’t chufe but be Charm’d with 
him. 

xrg. Don’t go Sir. [To Cleantes who feems 
to be going out.) Fm about Marrying my 
Daughter you muft. know, and this Per- 
fon that’s coming is her Husband that mutt 
be, and whom fhe has never yet feen. 














Clean. You 
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Clean. You do mea great deal of Ho- 
nour Sir, to make me a Witnefs of fo a- 
greeable an Interview. 

Arg. He’s the Son of a very Eminent 
' (| Phyfician, and Tintend they fhall be Mar- 
/ }} — ry’d within thefe four Days. 

Clean. Very well,Sir. 

Arg. Vd have you let her Mufick-Mafter 
know of it, that he may be at the Wed- 
ding-—. 

Clean. I fhall not fail. 

Arg. I invite you too. 

Chan. You do mea great deal of Honour. 
Toin. Come, put your felves into Order, 
here they are. 










Enter Dr. Dyafoirus and Tho. Dyafoirus: 


Arg. Dr. Purgon, Sir, has forbid me toun- 
cover my Head; you are of the Faculty, 
and know the Confequences. [Argan puts 
his Hand to his Cap without pulling it off.) 

Dr. Dyaf. We are in all our Vifits to con- 
fult the Eafe and Relief of our Patient, and 
not to put him toany Inconveniency. 

; Arg. I receive, Sir----- [ Speaking both 
an Dr. Dyaf.We come here Sir---§ at the fametime.] 
| Arg, ---Witha great deal of Satisfa@ion,--- 

Ar Dr. Dyaf. My Son Thomas and I-—— 
Ph Arg. The Honour you do me 
i Dr. Dyaf. To exprefs to you Sir, 

t Y rg. And I cou'd ha’ wifh’d 

‘4. | 1) Dr. Dyaf. 
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Dr. Dyaf. The Extacy we are in 
Arg.—lI had been able to have waited 
on you 
Dr. Pref. For the Favour you do uu—— 

Arg. To haveaffur’d you as much 

Dr. Dyaf. In receiving us 

Arg.— But you know, Sir. 

Dr, Dyaf. Into the Honour, Sir. 

Arg.— That a poor Sick Man—— 

Dr. Dyaf. Of your Alliance. 

4Arg.—Is not able to do more——= 

Dr. Dyef. And to affure you—— 

Arg. Than only to tell you-— 

Dr. Dyaf. That in whatever relates to 
our Faculty 

Arg, Phat he fhall feek all Opportunities.— 

Dr. Dyaf. Or any other.—— 

Arg. To make you fenfible, Sir— 

Dr. Dyaf. We fhall be always ready,Sir — 

Arg. How entirely he’s Devoted to your 
Service. ' 

Dr..Dyaf. To teftify the Zeal we have 
for you—Come Thomas, Advance and make 
your Compliments.— [To's Som. | 

T. Dyaf. Mutt not I begin with the Father? 

Dr. Dyaf. Yes. 

T. Dyaf. Sir, I come hither to falute, ac- 
knowledge, cherifh, and revere you as a 
fecond Father; but a Second Father to whom 
I'll be bold co fay, I’m more indebted than 
to the Firft. The Firft did beget me ; but 
you have eleéted me; he receiy’d me out of 
neceflity ; 
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neceffity; but you have accepted me- out 
of grace and favour. What-} poffefs from 
him is but the Operation of his Body; but 
what F poffefs from you, is the Operation 
of your Will:. And as much fuperiour as the 
Faculties of the Mind are to thofe of theBo- 
dy ; fomuch more oblig’d am Ito you than 
him, and fo much more valuable do I 
efteem this future Filiation, on the Account 
of which I come this Day to pay you before- 
hand, my moft humble and moft refpeéful 
Jomage. 

Toin. Now Heav’ns blefgs the Univerfities, 
Ffay, that furnifh us with fuch Ingenious 
Pertons. 

~ TZ. Dyaf. Was that well done, Father? 

Dr. Dycf.. Oprime. 

4rg. Go—Salute the Gentleman. [To 
bis Daughter. | 

-P. Dyaf. Shall-I kifS her? 

Dr. Dyaf. Ay, Ay. 

T. Dyaf. Madam, ’tis with Juftice: that 
Heav’n hasbeftow’d on you the Title of Mo- 
ther-in-Law, becaufe—— 

Arg. Hold, Hold, -’eis not my Wife, but 
my Daughter you'r talking to. 

T. Dyaf. Where is fhe then ? 

Arg. She's coming. 

T. Dyof. Shall I ftay, Father, tifl: the 
come ? 

Dr. Dyof. No, make your. Compliment 
to the young Lady. 


7. Dyaf. 
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T. Dyaf. Madam, Juft for all the World, 
asthe Statue of Memnon yielded an harmo- 
nious Sound,when illuminated by the Sun's 
radiant Beams, fo dol feel my felf ani- 
mated with a foft and tender Tranfport at 
the dawning Sunfhine of your Beauty; and 
as Naturalifts obferve, that the Flower call'd 
Heliotrope turns inceffantly towards that 
_ bright Luminary ; fo will my Heart from 
} henceforth always turn and tend towards 
the Refplendant Luftre of your Adorable 
Eyes, as to,its proper Pole. Permit me then 
Madam, on the Altar of your Charms té 
pay the Offering of that Heart which af- 
pires to no other Glory, than that of be- 
ing all its- Life-time, Madam, your moft 
humble and moft obédient, and. moft faith- 
ful Servant and Husband. 

Toin. Lord! What a HappinefS ’tis to be 
a Scholar; one learns to fay the fineft things! 

ni — Well Sir, and what fay you to 
this ¢ 

Clean, ¥ fay, Sir,. that the Gentleman 
acquits himfelf wonderfully, and: that if 
Hebe as good a Phyfitian as he is an Orator, 
rwill be a Pleafure to be his Patient ? 

Tiin. Right, ifhe perform as extraordina- 
ry Cures, as he makes Speeches, he will be 
an admirable Perfon. 

Arg.—My eafie Chair there quickly, and 
Seats ‘for the reft of the Company. Sit you 
there, Daughter —You fee, Sir, how eve- 
ry 
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‘ry Body admires i Son,and Icannot but 


think you very happy in having fuch a 
hopeful Youth. 

Dr. Dyaf. Sir, tis not becaufe I am his 
Father, but becaufe I have Reafon, that I 
muft fay,I'm very well fatisfy’d with him,and 
all that fee him fpeak.of him as an Honeft 
Man, that has no unluckinefs.in him. He: 
never had. that Sprightlinefs of Imaginati- 
on, or that Brightnels of Wit that is to be 
obferv’d in fome others; but *twas from 
that I always drew my Prefages of his ju- 

icious Quality,fo requifite in the Pradtice of 
our Art. When he was little, he never. 
was what they Call Roguifh and Waggith.. 
But was always Clofe, Still,and Taciturn.—.- 
He never {poke a word, never ie 'd at 
any Childrens Plays.. "Fwas with all the dif- 
ficulty in the World he wastaught to Read, 
and he was nine Years Old before he knew. 
all the Letters of his Alphabet. Good, 
faid I to my felf; your Trees that grow. 
the floweft, bear always the beft Fruir.— 
*Tis. much harder engraving in Marble than 
in.Sand, but then things remain much 
longer. in one than ¢ other; and that 
flownefs to comprehend, that. heavinefs of 
Imagination,‘ is a fign of a future good 
Judgment. When I fent him to the College 
he.met with a great deal. of Trouble, but 
he bore up obftinately againft all Disicrisies, 
and. 
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and the Regents were always commend- 
ing him to me for his Affidnity and the 
pains he took. At laft, by dint of hard 
Labour he attain’d to be a Licentiate with 
a great deal of Glory ;and I may fay, with- 
out Vanity, that fince he has been in that 
rank,which is about thefe twoYears, there’s 
no Candidate that has made fo much Noife 
as he in all thé Difputes of our School. He 
has made himfelf Dreadful ; and there is no 
A& that paffes in which he do’s not fall up- 
on arguing to the laft degree, on the fide 
of the contrary Propofition—He fteadily 
maintains the difpute he’s ingag’d in ; 

ftout as a Turk in defence of his Principle 
never flinches from his Opinion, but purfue 
his Argument into the moft retir'd receffes 
of Logick ; but the thing in which he pleafes 
me moft, and in which he follows my 
Example, is his blind Affection to the 
Opinions of the Ancients, and that he wou’d 
never comprehend or fo much as hearken 
tothe Reafons and Experiments of the pre- 
tended Difcoveries of our Age, concerning 
the Circulation of the Blood, and other 
Opinions of that kind. 

T. Dyaf. [have maintain’d a Thefis againft 
the Gentlemen that are for the Circulation, 
which with your permiffion, Sir, I prefume 
to prefent the Lady with as an Homage 
I owe her of the firft Fruits of my Intellea. 

[Taking out of his Pocket, a Thefis which 
he prefents to her.) Ang. Sir, 
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to me, and I have no Judgment in thefe 
\ things. 
a Py Toin. Give it me, give it me, tis worth 
| taking if ic be only for the Pidure—it will 
; 4 ferve tor an Ornament to our Garret. 

i! T. Dyaf. With your Permiffion alfo, Sir, 

F I invite you, Madam, to fee one of thefe 
‘|, Days for your Diverfion, the Diffe@ion of 

a Female Body, upon which I’m to read a 
Lecture. 

Tiin. The Entertainment will be very a- 
eeable—Some People treat their Miftrefles 
ith a Play ; buttreating with a Diffecion 
fomething more Galant. 
Dr. Dyaf. In fine ; for what relates tothe 
Qualities requifice to Marriage and Pro- 
) pagation, 1 do affure you, according to 
the Rules of the moft Learned in our Are, 
he is altogether fuch as can be defir'd; that 
he has a plentiful ftock of the prolifick 
Virtue, and is of a proper Temperament to 
engender and procreate found and healthy 
Children. 

Arg. Don’t you intend Sir, to prefer him 
at Court, and get him made one of the 
Phyficians there? 

Dr. Dyaf. To deal freely with you, I ne- 
ver thought our Profeffion agreeable to the 
Great-Men, and have always obferv’d it 
turn to better Account with us, when we 
apply our felves tothe Commonalty. The 
* Com. 
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Ang. Sir, "Tis a ufelefs piece of Furniture . 
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Common People are eafie wich us ; You're 
Anfwerable to no body for yourAdions;and 
provided you do buc follow the currene 
Rules of the Art, you're not greatly con- 
cern’d for whate’er may be the Event. Bue 
in dealing with the Great-Men, there's this 
Plague, that when they are Sick, nothing 
will ferve their Turn, but a Phyfitian mutt 
Cure ‘em——Whether he can or no. 

Toin. —Thatis. pleafant indeed—What a 
parcel of Impertinent People are they to 
expect to be Cur'd by you,— that’s not your 
Bufinefs ;; when you Attend them ’tis only 
to receive your Fees and prefcribe theg 
Phyfick;:and chen tistheir bufinef$ to g 
Well, if they:can—. 

Dr. Dyaf. ‘That's true: — We're : only 
oblig’d to treat People in the ord’nary 
Forms. 

Arg. Sir, Will you pleafe to let thisCom- 
pany hear my Dau; acer Sing a little. 

Clean. —I waited for your Commands, 
Sir; and there is juft come into my Head 
the Scene of a little Opera lately made, 
which the young Lady and I will Sing be- 
tween us—-for the Entertainment of the 
Company. There Madam’s your Part. 

Ang.— My Part! 

Chan. Nay, Madam, don’t make any 
Difficulty, but permicime to. inftrud you 
in the Nature of this Scene were going 
to Sing. Lhave oui a very indifferent Voice, 
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but if I can be but underftood, ’tis all I pre- 
tend tc,and the Company,I hope,will have 
the Goodnefs to excufe me, from the ne- 
ceflity I lye under of making the young La- 
dy Sing. 

Arg. Are the Verfes fine ? 

Clean. *Tis a little Extempore Opera; fo 
that what you hear fung, will be only a 
kind of numerous Profe, or irregular Ver- 
fes, fuch as the Paflion and Exigence of 
the two Perfons concern’d, infpire ‘em with- 
al, off-hand. 

Arg. Very well, Sir, Let's hear. 
WieClean. The Subje& of the Scene is this ; 

A Shepherd attentively confidering the 
bauties of a Spectacle, that was but jutft 
begun, was drawn off from his Attention by 
a Noife he heard on one Side of him. He 
turn’d about and faw a brutal Fellow abufe 
a Shepherdefs with infolent Language ; he 
inftantly took the Part of that Sex to which 
all Men owe Allegiance ; and after having 
given the Brute the Chaftifement he deferv'd ’ 
came up to the Shepherdefs, and faw a 
young Perfon, who from two of the 
faireft Eyes he had ever feen, fhed the 
moft lovely Tears, as he thought in the 
World. Alas, faid he to himfelf,. can any 
thing be fo bafe, to injure fo beautiful a 
Creature! What Heart fo inhuman, fo bar- 
barous, as not to be touch’d with fuch 
Tears? He endeavour'd to aflwage thofe 

love- 
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lovely Tears, and the beauteous Shepher-. 
defs took care at the fame time to acknow-~ 
ledge the flight. Service he had done-her ; 
but in fo engaging, tender and paffionate 
a manner, as the Shepherd was not ablero 
withftand; finceev’ry Word,and ev’ny Look 
from her, were fo many Darts that pierc’d 
hisHeart. Can any thing, faidhe, deferve 
fo charming an acknowledgment ? And 
what Services, what Dangers woud not 
one undertake with Pleafure to oblige fo 
foft and fo grateful an Heart ? The whole 
time the Show latted, he- pafs’d wich- 
Out. giving any further. Attention; yet ~ 
he cou’d not but complain it was too fhort 
fince,, when that ended, he was to pa 
from his. lovely Shepherdefs ; and fro 
that firft Sight, that firlt Moment, he car-"ij 
ry-d along with him all the Effects of a Paf- - § 
fion of many Years continuance ; He pre- 
fently felt he Pains of Abfence, and was + 
tormented that he cou’d fee her.no more, . 
whom he had feen fo little..: Hedid-all that : 
was poffible to regain the Sight of her,whofe 
dear Idea he never quitted Night or Day; : 
bur the great Confinement his Shepherdefs 
was under, .depriv’d him of albthe. Means » 
to.accemplith.ic.. The. Violence of his Paf- 
fion made him refolve to.demand in Mar- 
riage that adorable Beauty, without whom ° 
he cou’d no.longer live; and he obtains her 
permiffion to do fo, * a Letter, which.he : 
con- :- 









































































a 
i 
a: 
b 











42 Le MALADEIMAGINAIRE, 


contriv'd to convey to-her. But atthe fame 
time he is inform’d, that the Father of this 
Fair One has concluded: an Agreement to 
Marry her to another, and that all things 
are prepar’d to celebrate the Ceremony. 
Judge what a cruel Stroke this was to the 
Heart of this forrowful Shepherd. He is 
oppreft with mortal Anguifh, He cannot 
bear the frightful Thought of feeing all 
that he loves in the World in the Arms of 
another; and his Love in Defpair, fupplies 
him with the means of introducing himfelf 
into the Houfe of his Shepherdefs, in order 
to learn her Sentiments, and to know from 
her what Deftiny he muft prepare for. There 
2 meets with preparations for all that he 
ars. There he fees the unworthy Rival, 
hom a Father's Humour oppofes and pre- - 
fers to the Tendernefs of his‘Paffion. He 
fees him Ridiculous as he is, near the love- 
ly Shepherdefs, triumphing as over a Con- 
queft he was fecure of; a Sight that fills him 
with fo much Indignation, that he is fcarce 
able to Command himfelf. He cafts the moft 

iteous Looks on the Perfon whom he a- 

ores, while his Refpe@ for her, and the 
Prefenee of her Father, prevent him: from 
afiy other Language than that of Eyes; but 
at laft, he breaks through’ all conftraine; 
and the Tranfport of his Paffion, forces hin 
to Addrefs her in this manner: [ Sings. 


Phyl. 
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ps I too much have born, 
Ab! break this cruel Silence and reply. 
Say what's my Fate,.your Love, or Scorn, 
Must Ilive? or must I dye ? 
! Ang. With Grief and flowing Tears, you fee 
Th’ approaching Hymen I r - 
Ifigh, I look to Heav’n and Thee— 
4h! Thyrfis, need I tell thee more? 
4rg. Gad fo! I did not think my Daugh- 
cer had been fuch a proficient, as to Sing 
thus atSight, and fo cleverly too. 
Cle. Ab, my ever charming Fair! 
Can Thyrfis full of Love and Care, 
To reward his Amorous Pain, 
In your Heart forme Place obtain? 
Ang. Sighs and Tears my Paffion prove ; 
Tis in vain, 
To hide my Pain ; 
Yes, dear Thyrfis, you I love. 
Cle. Tranf[porting Words! my Heart revives, 
°Tinas dead before, but now it lives : 
Did the Sound deceive my Ear? 
Did I Dream, or did I hear ? 
Phyllis, 46! my Doubts remove, 
Ang. Yes, dear Thyrfis, you I love 
Cle. Again. 
Ang. Dear Thyrfis, you I love. 
Cle. A thoufand, thoufand times repeat 
The ever charming Sound ; 
The Balms fo fov'reign and fo [weet, 
Twill heal my bleeding Wound. 
ER 2 Ang. To 
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Ang. To fay it, is to me as [weet, 
And Ill a thoufand times repeat) 
Thee, dear Thyrfis, thee I love. 
Cle. Ye Gods, ye Kings, whofe awful {way, 
Heav'n and this lower World obey ; 
I envy not your power Divine : 
Bright Phyllis own’s ber beart is mine. 
But, Ob! I happier yet fhou'd be, 
Were I from a Rival free. 
Ang. Can you doust your Happy ftate ? 
Or fear a Rival whom I hate? 
Cle. Alas! I fear your Father's will ; 
His cruel purpofe you'll fulfil. 
Ang. No, — I never will comply, 
A thoufand Deaths, I'l rather Die ; 
I never, never will comply. 





Argan. And what fays the Father to alk 
this : 

Cle. Nothing. 

Arg. Why then the Father is a very 
foolifh Father, to bear with fo many foolifl 
things and fay nothing. 

Cle. Ab, my Love 

Arg. No, no, enough of this; your Play 
is of very Ill Example. The Shephterd' 
Thyrfis is an Impertinent Fellow, and the 
Shepherdefs Phytls is a faucy Baggage, to 
talk as that rate before her Father. Let me 
fae. fee that Paper. Hey Day! Where are the 
» | 1%)  Words-you have been Singing all this while > 
a. Why there’s nothing byt the Notes. 
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Cle. Why, Sir, don’t you know they’ve 
lately invented a way of Writing down the 
Words in the very Notes ? 

| Have they fo — your Servant Sir, 
Good by tye — We coud have fpard 
your Impertinent Opera. 

Cle. I intended ic for your Diverfion. 

[Ex Cleantes, 

Arg. Diverfion ? there’s no Diverfion in 

fuch ftuff—-Ob, here’s my Wife. 





















Enter Belina. 
rg. My Love, that is Dr. Dyafoirus’s 
n 


Son. 

T. Dyaf. Madam, ’tis with Juftice that 
Heav’n has beftow’d on you the Title of 
Mother in Law ; becaufe by all Laws both 
Humane and Divine, you are [Js out 
of bis Speech, which he had ftudy'd.| 

Bel, I'm very glad Sir, that I came fo 
Opportunely to have the honour of feeing 





ou, 
: T. Dyaf. Becaufe by all Laws both Divine 
and Humane, you are Madam, you 
have interrupted me in the midft of my 
Period, and that has confounded me in 
what I was going to fay. 

Dr! Dysf. Ybomas, referve it for another 
Opportunity. ? 

4rg. I with, my Heart, you had been 
here juft now. 





Toin, Ah 
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Toin. Ah, Madam} you don’t know what 
you have loft'in’ not’ being -here ac che 
Second Father, the Statué of Memnon, and 
the Flower call’d Heliorrope ) 

Arg. — Come, Daughter, give the 
Gentleman your hand, in tokem you ac- 
cept him as your Husband. 

Ang. Sit. } 

Are. Sir,—what do you thean by that ? 

Ang. —1 beg Sir; you:wou'd- not hurry 
things fo ; but give us time atleaftto know 
one another, and to produce in us that 
mutual Inclination fo neceflary to compofe 
a perfe& Union. VO Yn. 

T. Dyaf.. For my part, Madam, .tis 
already produc’d in me;'and I have no oc- 
cafion to wait any longer. 

Ang. If you are fo hafty, Sir, I annot ; 
and 1 muft own toyou, your Merit has‘not 
made fufficient impreffion upon my Heart. 

Arg: Ho, ho, Well, you'll‘have leifure 
enough for thar when you're Marry’d. 

Ang, Ah, Sir, grant me further Time, I 
befeech you: Marriage isa Chain, which 
no Heart ought ever to fubmit to by force ; 
and if this Gentleman be a Man of Honour 
he ought not to pretend to accepr a Perfon, 
whom he’s fure he cou’d only poffefs by 
Conftraint. 

T. Dyaf. Nego confequentiam, Madam—1 
may be a Man of Honour and yet oe 
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firous to accept you from the hands of your 
Farther. * ‘ P 

Ang..’Tis a fcurvy way of gaining a 
Perfor Affections, 16 offer folkuce to 

er. 

T. Dyaf:We read in the Aftcients, Madam, 
that it was a Cuftom with them to take a- 
wy by force from their Fathers Houfes the 
Virgins that were to be their Brides, that 
it might not appear their Confent, had 
any hand in throwing ‘em into the Arms ¢ 
2 Man. 

Ang. The Ancients, Sir, are Ancients,and 
we are Moderns — There’s no neceffity of 
fuch Affectations in theAge we live in:When 
we like a Match, we know well enough 
how to embrace it, without being drag’d 
to it. Have patience then Sir ; for if you 
lov'd me, ron ought to defire nothing but 
what pleas’d me. . 

T. Dyof. Right Madam, exclufive to the 
intereft of my Love. 

‘Ang. But the greateft Sign of ‘Love, is 
refignation to the Will of the Perfon you 
Love. 

T. Dyaf. Diftinguo. Madam, — In what 
do’s not relate to the poffeffing of her, 
Concedo'; but in what do’s relate ‘to that, 


Mp. 
oin. 'Reafoning is in Vain. The Gentle- 
man-is come¢ piping-hot from the Univerfity, 


and will always be too hard for you. Why 
fhou'd 
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fhou’d you make fo much refiftance and re- 
fufe the honour of being ally'd to the Body 
of the Faculty ?. 

Bel. She-has perhaps fome other Inclination 
in her head. ' 

Ang. If I had, Madam, it fheu’d be fuch 
as I might be allow’d,. both in good Senfe 
and in Honour. 

Arg. Hey Day! what a pleafant Figure 
do I make here ! 

Bel. If I were as you,. my Dear, I wou’d 

not force her to Marry, but I know what 
I woud do. 
a Ang. I'm fenfible, Madam, of your mean- 
Be, and of the favourable Difpofition you 
Brave for me, but perhaps. your Counfels 
may not be fo Fortunate as to take Effed. 

Bel. *Twill be then becaufefuch difcreet 
and well-bred Daughters as you, make a 
jeft of the Obedience and Submiffion that’s 
due to a Parent’s Will. " Twas-of fome Con- 
fideration in former Days ——— 

Ang. The Duty of a Daughter is not un- 
limited, Madam; and neither Reafon, nor 
the Laws extend it to all forts of things, 

Bel. That's to fay, you're inclieaie e- 
nough to be Marry’d; but you are willing 
to chufe a Husband to your own fancy. 

Ang. If my Father will not let me have 
the Man that pleafes me; Lthalt conjure him 
at leaft, not to force me upon. Marrying 
one whom I cannot Love——— 
| Arg. Gentle- 
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Arg. Gentlemen, I ask your Pardon for 
all this. 

Ang. Ev'ry one has their end in Marrying. 
Mine, which is to Love fincerely the 
Husband I fhou’d have, and to make that 
the ftudy of my Life, do’s require a great 
deal of Precaution. There are fome that 
Marry only to fet themfelves free from 
their Parent's reftraint, and to put them- 
felves into a Condition of doing ev'ry thing 
they pleafe. There are others, Madam, 
that make Matrimony an Affair of pu 
Intereft; who Marry only toget good Joyn 
tures, to enrich themfelves by the Death of 
thofe they Wed,and pafs without {cruple from 
one Husband to another, to make a Fortune 
out of their Spoils. Such indeed make but 
few Ceremonies, and the Perfon of the 
Man is the leaft thing they Confider. 

Belin. You are mighty full of your Rea- 

fonings to day; but I wou’d very fain know 
what you mean by all this. 
‘ Ang. 1 Madam, — I mean juft what I 
ay. 
Yael You are fuch a Fool, that’s there’s no 
enduring you. 

Ang. You wou'd, Madam, provoke me 
to make you fome Impertinent Anfwer ; but 
P tell you before-hand, you fhall not have 
that Advantage againft me. 

Bel. Your Infolence is notto be equall’d— 
Ang. No, no, Madam, that will not do— 

F Bel, And 
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Bel. And you have a ridiculous Pride, 
and an impertinent Prefumption that makes 
you defpicable to all that fee or hear you. 

Ang. All this, Madam, is to no purpofe. 
‘J fhall be Difcreet in fpight of you ; and to 
Deprive you of the hopes of being able to 
fucceed in your Defign,I fhall this inftant re- 
move my felf out of your fight. [Exit Ang. 

Arg. Hark’ee, Angelica, 1 mutt tell you 
there is no Medium in this Bufinefs; re- 
folve within thefe four Days, either to 
Marry this "Gentleman or a Convent. — 
Don't difcompofe thy felf, my Dear, Ill 
bumble her [ warrant ye. 

Bel. Ym forry I muft leave you, my 
@hild; -but I have an Affair in the City, 
which I cannot negle@—I’ll be with you 
again prefently. 

Arg. Go, my Love, and d’ ye hear,— 
<all upon the Scriv’ner, and bid him make 
allthe difpatch he can,with you know what, 

Bel. Good by rf’ ye, poor little Dearee, 

[ Exit Bel. 

Arg. Good by t’ ye, my Dear,—This 
Woman Loves nie ftrangely —’tis incredi- 
ble how much fhe Loves me —. 

Dr. Dyaf. Sir, We take our Leaves of 

ou—— 

Arg, Hold Sir, I beg you firft to tell me 
‘a little how Iam. 

Dr. Dyaf. Come, Thomas, take the Gen- 
tleman’s tother Arm, and let’s fee whether 
you 
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you know how to make a good Judgment 
of his Pulfe. Quid dices? 

T. Dyaf. Dico, That theGentleman’s Pulfe— 
is the Pulfe of a Man that is not well. 

Dr. Dyaf. Good. 

T. Dyaf. That ’tis hardifh, not to fay hard, 

Dr. Dyaf. Very well. ‘ 

Z. Dyaf. Repelling. 

Dr. Dyaf. Bene. 

T. Dyaf. And even a little frisking. 

Dr. Dyaf. Optime. ! 

T. Dyaf. Which is fign of a Diforder in 
the Parenchyma Spl:nicnm,—that’s to fay, — 
the Spleen. 

Dr. Dyaf. Very well. 

Arg. No, Sir, No, Dr. Pargon fays my 
Diftemper lies in my Liver. 

Dr. Dyaf. Ay, Ay, When you fay the 
Parenchyma, you mean both one and "tother, 
by reafon of the ftri& Sympathy there is 
betwixt "em by Means of the Vas breve of 
the Pylorus, and often, of the Meatus Choli- 
doctc—He orders you, without doubr, to eat 
all your Meat Roafted. 

Arg. No, not a bit bue what's Boil’d. 

Dr. Dyef. Ay, Roafted—Boil'd, ’tis the 
fame thing. He orders you very prudent- 
ly, and you cannot be in better Hands. 

4rg. But, Sir, how many grains of Sale 
may | put intoan Egg? 

‘Dry Dyaf. Six, Eight, Ten, by- equal 
Numbers, asin Med’cines we prefcribe-by 
unequal Numbers, F2 Arg.—Your 
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Arg.—Y our Servant, Sir.[Exeunt Dr. Dyaf. 
and T:Dygf. ] 





‘Re-Enter Belina. 


Bel. tm come, my Dear, before I go 
out, to acquaint you with a thing you muft 
take care of. As I pafs'd by Angelica’s 
Chamber, I faw a young Fellow with her ; 
who prefently made his Efcape, ‘affoon as 
he faw me— 

4rg. How! a young Fellow with my 
_ Daughter ? 

. Bel. Yes, your little Daughter Louifon 
as with ’em, and can tell youall. 

Arg. Send her to ‘me here, my Love, 
fend her to me here—Ah! the Impudent 
Baggage! I don’t wonder now at her Ob- 
ftinacy. [Exit Bel.] 


Enter Louifon. 





Louif. What wou'd you have, Papa? My 
Mamma told me you'd {peak with me. 

Arg. Yes, —come hither, —nearer ftill— 
turn you about, — look up, — look upon 
me— fo— 
. Louif. What fay you, Papa? 

Arg. So — 
». Louif, What? 

‘Arg. Have you nothing to tell me ? 


Tree | Louif, Oh; 
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Louif. Oh, yes. Vil tell you, if you 
pleafe, to divert you, the. Story of the 
Afs’s Skin, or the Fable of thé Ciba and 
the Fox, that I learnt t’other Day. 

Arg. That is not what I ask you. 

Lof. What then? 

Arg. Ah cunning Slut! you know very 
well what I mean. 

Louif. Indeed, Papa, but I don’t. 

Arg. Is this the way of doing what I bid 
fe 
; Louif: What’s that Papa ? 

Arg. Did not I charge you, to come and 
tell me prefently every thing you faw. 

Lonif. Yes, Papa. 

Arg. And have you done fo? 

_ Louif; Yes Papa, I'm come to tell you 
ev'ry thing I’ve feen. 

Arg. And have you feen nothing to day ? 

Louif. No, Papa. 

Arg. No? 

Louif, No, Papa. 

Arg. Indeed? 

Louif. Indeed and indeed Papa. 

Arg. Oh, Oh! Til try whither I can’t 
make you fee fomething. [Taking up a ua 
Louif. Ah, Papa! (Cries. 

Arg. You ‘little Counterfeit, you don't 
tell me you faw a Manin your Sifter’s 
Chamber. 

Lowif. My Sifter forbid. me.; but: Pit 
tell you ev'ry thing. 

, H 3. Arg. Take 
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|  . Arg. Take Care you tell me true ; for 
_ here’s my Little-finger that knows ev'ry 
thing, will tell me if ye Lie. 

Leuif. But, Papa, you muft not tell my 
Sifter that I told you. 

Arg. No, No > 

‘ Lonif. Oh then, Papa, there came a Man 
into my Sifter’s Chamber, as I was there, 

+ Arg. Very well. 

~*Louf. 1 ask’d him what he wanted, and 
he told me, he was her Mufick-Mafter —.. 
: Arg. Hum, Hum, The Matter’s out,— 
Well! and what then ? 
s ) Louif? My Sifter came in after. 
Arg. What.then ?. 
 Louif. She faid to him, be-gon, be-gon, 
_ for Heav’ns-fake, get you gon, I’m in Pain 
| for you—. 
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rg. What then ? 

Louif. Why, he wou’d not be gon. 

Arg. What did he fay to her? 

Lowif. He faid I don’t know how many 
things, 
_ Arg. ys but what ? 

Louif. He faid this and that and t’other, 
that he Lov’d her, and that fhe was the 
pretty ft Creature in the World. 

Arg. And then ? . 

LouiJ. Why and then, he fell upon his 
Knees to her. 

4rg. And then ? 

_ Leuif; Why and then he kifsd her hands. 
rg. And then? Louf. Why 
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Louif. Why and then, my Mamma came: 
to the Door, and he run away. 

Arg. And is thiscall ? 

Louif. Yes, Papa. . 

Arg. Ay, but for allthis,my- Little-finger’ 
Mautters:as if there was fomething elfe. Hold, 
Ay, Ay, So, So, Ay,.-— My Little-finger 
do's tell me you've feen fomething you've 
not yet told me. [Putting his Finger in bis Ear.} 

Lewi{. Ah, Papa, your Little-finger is a 
great Lyar. Lil 

Arg. Have a Care what you fay. 

Louif. No, Papa, Don't believeir, it tells 
Fibs, upon my Werd. 

Arg. Well, well, we fhallfee that; g 
get you gon, and be fure.youtake Nori¢ 
of every thing—Ah, how do thefe Buf 
nefles Diftraa me, that I’ve not fo much 
as Leifure to mind my Indifpofition !—This, 
in Truth, is not to be.Born. _ [Sitting down 
in his Chair.) 























- Enter Beraldo. 
ia So Brother, how i’ft? How do you 
> 


4rg. Ah, Brother, very Bad. 
Beral. Very Bad ? 
4rg. Ah, I'm fo very faint, you can hard- 
ly think ic. 
Beal. That’s hard indeed,. 
F 4 Arg. 1! 
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Arg. I have not Strength enough, fo 
much as to {peak., 

Beral. Good-lack—I came hither, Bro- 
ther, to propofe a Match to you for my 
Niece Angelica.  , 

4rg. Ah, Brother, Don’t fpeak to me of 
that Quean, fhe’s a bafe impertinent Saw- 
cy Slut,and I'll put her into a Convent with- 
in thefe Two Days. _—_ [In Paffion, and rifing 
out of bis Chair.] 

Beral. So, So, this is mighty. wel—I’'m 
glad to. fee your Strength a little come. to 
you again, and that my Vific has done 


~you zood—We'll talk of our Bus’nefs by 


d by—. In the mean time, Brother, I've 
ought you an Entertainment that I met 
ith, which will difperfe your Uneafinefs, 
andrender your Mind, Ehope, better difs 
pos'd for what ['mto talk with you~ 
‘Fis perform'd by Gypfies— Drefs’d Jike 
Moors, and is an intermixture. of Dances 
and Songs. I'm pretty fure ’ewill Divert 
you, and do you as much good as.a Dofe 
of Dr. Purgon's Phyfick. Come in there—. 


The Entertainment concludes the Second ACT. 
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ACT. Ul 


Enter Beraldo, Argan, and Toinette. 


Beraldo, ELL, Brother, What fay 
you to this? Is not this as 
good as a Dofe of Cufia? ) 
Toin. Ho. Good Caffa is a good thing. 
Ber. So, Brothes, “Shall-we talk a little 
together ? 
Arg. I muft beg your Patience a little, 
Brother—TI'll return in 2 Minute. 

Toin, Hold, Sir, hold, you forget you 
can’t walk without your Cane. : 
arg. Prue.) 20 5 *> * s [Exe Argan.] 

Toin. Ah, good’ Sit, whatever you do, f 
befeech you; don’t. abandon the Intereft-of 
your poor Niece. 

Ber. Fil ufe my utmoft Endeavour to 
ferve her. 

Toin, We muft. prevent. this extravagant 
Match that’s got into his Head ; and f was 
thinking with my Self it wou'd be a pretty 
forvof Busnefi, if we cou'd introduce a 
Phyfician here into this Poft of ours to = 
gu 
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guft him with his Dr. Purgon, and to run 
down his Conduét. But as we have no-bo- 
dy at hand to undertake it, I'm refolv’d to 
fhew him a Device of my own, 

, | Ber. How, prithee, how? 

Toin. Nay, ’tis avery whimfical Fancy, 
It may perhaps be more Fortunate than Di- 
fcreet,—Let me alone to Manage it,—do 
you but only play your Part:—Here he is—. 























- ens 


Re-Enter Argan. 


“Ber. VVill you permit me, Brother, to 
make one Requeft to you, as:the thing a- 
bove all I muft infift upon, and that is, you 
wou'd. not fly out-into any waronh in our 
| Converfation. ; 

| Arg. Done. 





Ber. That you'd Anfwer me withont any: 
Sharpnefs to whatever I may fay to you. 
-_) Arg, Ay. 

i Ber. And let’s Reafon the Cafe together, 
| With. Minds free from Paffion. 
| 4rg. Ay, Ay, L:will,—Lord! here’s a: 
| great deal of Preamble indeed. 

Ber. VVhy. then Brother, I.wou'd fain 
know for whet Reafon, you who have an: 
Eftate, and no Children but one coony weet 
for I don’t reckon your little one, ou’d 
talk.of putting her into a Convent?» 

4rg, For what Reafon, Brother, am I 
Matter of my own Family, but to do what- 
ever I’ve a Mindto? Ber. Your 
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Ber. Your Wife I fuppofe do’s not fail 
to Advife you thus to get Rid of your 
Daughters, and I don’t Queftion is of fo 
Charitable a Difpofition, that fhe’d be glad 
at her Soul to fee ’em both good and pious 
Nuns. 

Aig. Ha, there ’tis,She, poor Woman’s 
the firft that’s brought upon the Stage,— 
tis fhe that do’s all the Mifchief, and all 
the World fays fo, I warrant ye. 

Ber. No, Brother, we'll let her alone, 
fhe’s a Woman that has the beft Intentions 
in the World for-your Family, and is free 
from all fort of Self-Intereft, has a won 
derful Tendernefs for you, and fhews a 
inconceivable Kindnefe and Affection to 
your Children, that’s certain,—we’ll fay 
no more of that, but return to your Daugh- 
ter.—With what View, or Defign, Bro- 
ther, is it, that you'd beftow her upon the 
Son of @ Phyfitian ? 

Arg. With this View, Brother, that I 
might beftow upon my felf fuch a Son-in- 
Law as I want. 

Ber. That’s no Concern of your Daugh- 
ter’s, and there’s a Match offers 
much more fuitable for her. 

Arg. Ay, Brother, but this is more fuita- 
ble for me. 

Ber. For whofe fake, hers or yours, pray 
Brother, ought fhe to Marry? 




























Arg. For 
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tt Arg. For both hers and mine, 
4 
| 
: 





and I'm refoly’d, co bring into my Family 
fuch Perfons as ’'ve. Occafion for. 

Ber. For the fame Reafon, if your little 
Girl were bigenough, youd Marry. her 
to an Apothecary. 

4rg. VVhy not? 

: Ber. Ist poflible you fhou’d be always 

fo bewitch'd to your Apothecaries and 

Doétors, that nothing will ferve your Turn, 
bur you will needs be Sick in fpight of all 

«Mankind and Nature her felf! 

Arg. VVhat do you mean by that, Bro- 




























~ Ber. Mean, ? VVhy I mean that 
I know few Men who enjoy a better ftate 
of Health than you do, and that I wou'd 
not with for a better. Conftirution than 
yours—. Tis a Sign, anda great one too, 
that you are well, and have an excelleng, 
Habit of Body, when with all the Pains 
uve: taken, youve not been able to 
eak and ruin your Contftitution, and, 
| have not kill’d your felf, with fuch: quanti- 
ties of Phyfick as they have made. you 
im | {wallow. : 
Bi Arg. But do you know, Brother, ’tis that 
| keeps me alive ; and that Dr. Pyrgon fays, I 
fhou’d fink under my Indifpofition in three; 
Days time, if he was not to take Care of 
me : 





Rer. Ay, 
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Ber. Ay, Ay, He'll take fo much Care 
of you, that if you don’t take fome of 
your felf, he'll fend you into another World 
quickly. 

Arg. Let's reafon this thing together a 
little—Then, Brother, you've no manner 
of Faith in Phyfick? 

Ber, No indeed, —— nor do I fee 
it neceflary to Salvation to have any. 

Arg. How? Do you give no Credit to 
a thing chat has been of Eftablifh'd Reputa- 
tion all over the World, and has been Re- 
{pected in all Ages? 

Ber. So far am 1 from giving any Cre 
dit to it, that amongft Friends, I'm of O 
pinion, ‘tis one of the greatelt Follies tha 
poffefles Mankind ; and to look on things, 
like a Philofopher, there’s nothing feems 
to me more Phantaftical and more Imper- 
tinent than for one Man to pretend to Cure 
another. 

Arg. Ay, but Brother, why do you think 
it impoffible for one Man to Cure another? 

Ber. Why? Becaufe the Springs of our 
Machines are hitherto Secrets, in which 
Men are abfolutely in the Dark, and Na- 
ture hasdrawn too thick a Veil over: our 
Eyes to fuffer us to difcover any thing of 
“em. 

Arg. So then, according to your 
Reafoning, Phyfitians know nothing. 


Ber. Right, 
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) Ber. Right, Brother,—The greateft Part 
‘| 






of ‘em are Men very well vers’d in the 
policer Part of Learning, {peak Latin very 
| fluently, know how to call all Diftempers 
by their Names in Greek, how to diftin- 
| guifh and define em, but how to Cure ’em 
is what they don’t know. 
R Arg. But however, this muft be granted, 
1 | that Phyfitians do know more in that Mat- 
ter than other Folks. 
| Rer. They know, Brother, juft as much 
fs.I told you, which does not fignify much 
p the Curing of a Patient; and all the 
cellence of their Art confifts in a Pom- 
pous Jargon, a {pecious manner of Prating, 
that gives you Words inftead of Senfe,and 
Promifes inftead. of Effeas. 

Arg. Ay buc Brother, there are other 
People that are as VVife and as Learned 
as your felf; and we fee daily in cafe of 
Sicknefs, all the VVorld apply themfelves 
to the Phyfitians,, 

Ber. That's a Sign of human Frailty 
more than of the truth of their Art. 

4rg. But’tis certain Phyfitians do believe 
in the Truth of their own Art, ° fince they 
make ufe of it themfelves. 

Ber. That’s becaufe there are fome a- 
mongft ’em as deep in the very popular Er- 
ror, that they gain by, as any of their 
Neighbours; and there are others that are 
not fo, but only make a Gain of it. = 

Ie 
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cerity ; and when he has kill’d you, wil 
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Dr. Purgon for Example, is one of no Arti- 
fice, 2 Phyfitian evry Inch of him, from 
Top to Toe,— A Fellow that believes more 
in the Rules of his Art, than in all the De- 
monftrations of the Mathematicks; who 
wou'd think ic a Crime but to pretend to 
examine ‘em; who perceives nothing ob- 
{cure in the Art, nothing doubrful or diffi- 
cult ; and who with an impetuous kind of 
Prepoffeflion, an obftinate Ailurance, a 
Brutality void of all Senfe and Reafon, 
bleeds and purges right or wrong, and 
fticks at nothing. Far from meaning ill in 
what he does for you, he will difpatch yo 
from a pure Principle of Honefty and Si 


































have done no more by you, than what he 
has. done by his Wife and Children, and 
woud do, upon occafion, by himfelf. 

Arg. All this is becaufe you have a {pight 
again{t him.—But to be fhort, let’s come to 
Matter of Fa&. What muft a Man do then, 
when he’s Sick ? 

Ber. Nothing, Brother. 

Arg. Nothing? 

Ber. Ay nothing, but keep himfelf quiet. 
Nature, if we'd but let her alone, wou'd 
gently recover her felf out of the Diforder 
fhe’s hltn into.— *Tis our Uneafinefs, our 
Impatience that fpoils all; and moft Men 
die of their Med’cines, not of their Dif- 
cafes, 

Arg, But, 
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Arg. But, Brother, you muft grant me, 
that this Nature may be-aflifted by certain 
things. 

Ber. Lord, Lord! Brother, not at all,— 
they're meer Notions that we love to feed 
our felves up with ; and there have always 
been fome fine and pleafant Fancies that 
have obtain’d amongft Men ; which we 
come to believe, becaufe they flatter us-and 
thar it were to be wifh’c they were True. 
When a Phyfitian talks to you of affitting, 
relieving, fupporting Nature, of removing 
What’s hurtful and fupplying what's De- 
five, of reinftating and reftoring her to 
free Ufe and Exercife of her Functions: 
en he talks to'youof purifying the Blood, 
corroborating the Heart, ‘refrefhing- the 
Bowels, reftoring the Lungs, corre@ing'the 
Spleen, repairing the'Liver, confirming and 
preferving the natural Heat, and of having 
Secrets-to lengthen Humane Life for man‘ 
Years‘; he entertains you exaély with the 
Romance of Phyfick.— but°wheh-you come 
to make Tryal, you find nothing in allthis; 
and thatic fares with you ifithis, as it does 
in your delightful, pleafing Dreams, which 
leave younothing, upon your waking, but 
the Regret ever to have believ'd ’em Real. 

Arg. Thatis as much as tofay, your Head 
is the only Repofitory of all the Learning 
in the World, and you pretefid-to know 
more on’t than all the great Phyfitians of 
our Age. * Ber. Your 








oe 


awn bel 


. OVW | oO 


ama © OMe awa” 


me 209 


od 
ro} 








Le MatApe IMWGINAIRE. 65) 

Ber, Your great Phyfitians are-two diffe- 
rent forts of Creatures, when they talk and 
when they a@. Hear’em talk and they're 
the moft ingenious People under the Sun ; 
but fee em a@ and they're the moft igno- 
rant of all Men. 

Arg. Ho, ho, you're a mighty learned 
Perfon indeed, as I perceive: I with here 
was but fome one of thofe Gentlemen, to 
take your Arguments to pieces and fhub> 
you a little in your Career, 

Ber. Who me,Brother ? I make it no bus’-- 
nefs of mine, to attack the Faculey, and. 
ev ry one with refpeé& to his own Hazards, 
and Fortunes is free to believe as he plea- 
fes. What I fay is only among our felves, 
and I cou’d wifh I were able to recover you: 
out of your Error; and to divert you, that 
you'd let me carry you to fee one of ALli- 
eres Comedies upon this Subjed&. 

Ang. Your Moliere with his Comedies is a: 
fawcy Fellow, let me tell you, to offer to 
expofe fuch worthy Gentlemen as the Phy- 
fitians, 

Ber. He does not expofe Phyfitians,. but: 
the ridiculoufnels of Phy fick, 

Arg. Good ; He’s a very proper Perfon 
to pretend to Cenfure the Faculty. A: ve- 
ry pretty Fellow indeed, to make himfelt 
Merry with Confultations and Prefcripti- 
ons, to infult the Body of Phyfitians, and: 
to. bring upon his Stage fuch venerable: 


Perions as thofe Gentlemen are. 
Ber.. Whate 
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Ber. What wou'd you have him bring 
upon the Stage but the different Profeffions 
of Men? You fee Kings and Princes broughe 
in ev'ry Day, who are at leaft of as good 
a Family asthe Phyfitians. 

Arg. Now, by all that’s Good, if I was 
one of ‘em, Fd be reveng’d of this Imper- 
tinence ; and when he was Sick, Let him 
Perifh without Relicf—He fhou'd beg and 

ray, in vain —TId not prefcribe himthe 
feaft breathing of a Vein, the leaft Clifter, 
but Pd cryto him, Dye, Dye, and let this 
teach thee to Ridicule the Faculty another 
imc. 

Ber. Why, youre in a mighty Wrath a- 
yainit him. 

Arg. Ay, Lam fo. He’s a foolifh Fellow ; 
and if the Phyfitians.are Wife, they'll do as 
I fay. 

Ber. But he’s like to be Wifer than the 
Phyfitians, for he ne’re defigns to ask their 
Advice. 

4rg. The worfe for him if he takes ne 
Med’cine. 

Ber. He has his Reafons for not doing it, 
and maintains ‘tis only fit for ftrong and 
vigorous People, that have Strength to bear 
the Phyfick with the Difeafe ; ioe his part 
he has but juft Strength enough to. bear his 


Diftemper. 


4rg. Very foolifh Reafons indeed—Hold, 
Brother, let's talk no more of that nrg 
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for it raifes my Choler, and you'll bring 
my Diftemper upon me. | 

Ber. [ve done, Brother, and to change 
the Difcourfe, I muft tell you, that for a 
little Repugnance your Daughter has ex- 
preft, you ought not-to take fo violent a~ 
Refolution, as: prefently to.clap her up ina 
Convent. That in the.choice of a Son-in- 
Law, you muft not blindly follow the Tran- 
fports of your Paffion, . but in this Affair, 
accommodate your felf a little to the Incli- 
nation of your Child, ‘ fince ’tis for all her 
Life, and on that depends all the happinefs 
of a marry’d State... 




































Enter Monficur Fleurant, with a Seringe in bi 
Hand, - 


4rg, Hold Brothér,—with your Leave. 

Ber. What are you going to do, Brother ? 

Arg. Only to take this little Clifter, *rwill 
be.over prefently. 

Ber. Why you jeft fure. Isitimpoffible = | 
for you to be one Moment: without taking 
fome Clifter, or nafty flop — put it off till 
foine other time and repofe. your felf a little = 
now. 

Arg. Well then,—this Ev’ning, Monfieur.- 
Flcurant, or to Morrow oe 

Flear, What are you concern’d, Sir, that = 
_ fhou’d oppofe the Prefcription of the 

aculty, and hinder the Gentleman from 

G2. taking 5 
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taking’ my Clifter?: Are not ‘you a very 


pretty Perfon to offer at fuch a Prefumption? - 


Ber. Get you gon, Sir; one may ‘per- 
ceive you are not usd to talk to Peoples 
Faces. 

Fleur. Med’cines, Sir, are not to be fool’d 
with, nor is my time to be loft. I came not 
here, but by vertue of a good and regular 
Prefcription,and Pll acquaint Dr.Purgen this 
Minute, howI’ve beenhinder’d in the Ex- 
ecution of his Orders and performance of 
my Fun@ion — You fhall fee, you shall 
fee——_—_ (Exit Fleurant. 
Arg. Ah! Brother, you'll’ certainly be 

Caufe here of fome Misfortune. 

Ber. A mighty Misfortine indeed, not 
to have cakena Clifter of Dr. Purgons’s Pre- 
{cription. Once more, Brother, —is’t im- 
pofhible to Cure you of the Dodor; for 
that’s your Difeafe; and. will you all your 
life Time lye Drench’t in Phyfick? 

Arg. Lord! Brother, you talk like a Man 
that’s in Health ; if you were in my place, 

oud be in another Tone —’Tis eafy talk- 
ing . Phyfick when one’s in perfed. 


-‘Heale 


Ber. But what’s your Diftemper.? 

Arg. You'll make me Mad. I wifh you 
had but my Diftemper, and then let’s fee 
whether you'd prate acthis fort of Rate. 
Ah! here's Dr. Purgon. 


Enter 
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Enter Dr. Pargon. 
Dr. Pure Very fine, very pleafant News 
this that F heard juft now below at the 
Door! my Prefcriptions contemn’d, my 
Med’cines refus’d to be taken! 

Arg. Indeed, Doétor twas not 

Dr. Purg. Sir, Tis an extraordinary I n- 
folence, a rank Rebellion in 4 Patient a- 
gainft his Phyfician. 

Toiz. Oh! Dreadful ! 

Dr. Purg. A Clifter F had taken the 
Pleafure to make up with my own hands. 

Arg. “Twas not me—— 

Dr. Purg: Inverted and Compos'd ac | 
cording to all-the Rules of Art. 

Toin, He’s'to blame. 

Dr. Purg. And which was to have wrought 
wonderful Effe@s in your Bowels. 

Arg. My Brother 

Dr. Purg. To fend it back contumacioufly. 

Arg. “Twas he 

Dr. ’Tis an exorbitant Action. 

‘Join. True—— 

Dr. Parg. An enormous Infule upon the 
Profeffion. 

Arg. He was the Caufe 

Dr. Purg. Such high Treafon againft the 
Faculty as can ‘never be fufficiently Punifh’e. 

Join. Right, Dodtor. 

Dr. Pars. U-declare I break ‘off all Cor- 
refpondence with you. 

Arg. “lL was my Brother 




















































Dr. Purg. I'll 
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Dr. Purg. Til. have no .longer Alliance 
with you. 

Toin. You'll ferve. him right enough. . 

Dr. Purg. And to put an end to all 
Fiiendhhip and Relation between us—Thus 
I difpofe of the Deed of Gift I made to . 
my Nephew in favour of the Marriage. 

Arg. Tis my. Brother.that has done all: 
this Mifchief. 

Dr. Purg. To defpife my. Clifter: 

Arg. Let it be brought again, and Pil. 
take it inftantly. 

. Dr. Purg. I intended to. have fet you 
upon your Legs in a little while... . 
Toin. He.do’s not deferve it. 
Dr. Purg. I was going to have cleans’d . 
your Body, and to have difcharg’d ir. en- 
tirely of the Ill Humours. 
rg. Ah! Brother, Brother 

Dr.. Parg. I wanted but a Dozen-of- 
Clifters more to have done your bufinefs 
effeQually— 

Toin. He's unworthy of your Care, 

Dr. Purg. But fince you wou'd not be. 
Cur’d by my Hands, 

Arg. Tis not my fault. 

Dr. Purg. Since you have, with-drawn 
from me that obedience a Patient ow’s to his 
Phyfician. 

Tein, ‘Fhat-cry’s for Vengeance. - 





Dr. Purg. Since 
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Dr. Purg. Since you have declar’d your 
felf Rebellious to my. Prefcription. 

Arg. Ah; not at all—— 
Dr.. Parg. I mutt tell Poem I abandon 
ou, to your Evil Confticution, to the 
Diforder of your Bowels, to the Cor- 
ruption of your Blood, to the Acidity of 
our Choler, and the Feculancy of your 
{il Humours. 

Toin. Very well done. 

Arg. Oh, Heavens! 

Dr. Purg. And my Will is, that within 
thefe four Days, you enter onan Incurabl¢ 
State. 

Arg. Ah, Mercy, Mercy ! 

Dr. Purg. That you fall intoa Bradypepfia. 

4rg. Doctor. 
“EE Dr. Pwrg. From a Bradypepfia into a 

Dyfpepfia. 

| Arg. ae, ba ie sa i 

r. Purg. Crom 2 4 into a Apepfia. 
Arg. Good ca Penh 
Dr.Purg. From an Apepfia into a Lienteria. 
Arg. Doctor. 
Dr. Purg. From a Lienteria into a Dy/fentery. 
as WwW Ys acer. f. 
“> t. Purg. From a Dyffentery into a Drop/y. 
Arg. Good Doétor. be 
Dr. Purg. And from a Drop/y into a 
» Privation of Life ;the Condition your Folly 
has brought you into. [ Exeunt Dr. Purgon 
aud Toinette. 














Arg. Oh, 
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Arg.. Oh, Heavens! Pm Dead. - Ah, 
Brother, you have ruin’d me. 

Ber. Why, what's the Matter 2 

Arg. Um gon—I feel already the Faculty 
is taking it’s Revenge upon me—. 

Ber. Serioufly, Brother, you're out of 
your Senfes, and I wou'd not for any thing 
you fhou’d be feenin thefe Extravagancies— 
Prithee, feel your own Pulfe a litele ; re- 
cover your felf and don’t indulge your felf 
fo much in thefe Sorts of Fancies. 

Arg. You fee, Brother, the ftrange Dif- 
sempers he has threaten'd me withal—_— 

Ber. How fimple you are ? 

. He fays, I thall become’ Incarable 
in thefe four Days. 

Ber, Well, and what fignify’s what -he 
fays ? Is he an Oracle ? To hear you. talk, 
one wou'd think Dr. Purgop held in his 
hands the Thread of your Life, and by a 
fupreme Authority cou’d prolong, or ‘con- 
tract it, as he has a mind to’t.’ Reflect 
with your felf, that the Principles of your 
Life are in your felf, and that the Dif- 
pleafure of Dr. Purgon is as little Capable 
of killing you, as his Med’cines are- of 
keeping you alive—Here’s now a-lucky 
Opportunity, if you're difposd, to get-rid 
of your Doéors ; or if you're Born to goon 
with ’em, ‘tis an eafy matter to procure 
— whom you may run lele rifque 
with, 


Arg. Ah, 
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Arg. Ah Brother, he was perfectly well 
cquainted with my Conftitution, and 
knew the way to govern me——., 

Ber. Well, Ic muft be Confefs'd, you're 
3 Man of the ftrongeft prepoffeffions in 
the World, and that you look upon things 
with the ftrangeft Eyes. 


Enter Toinette. 


Toin. Sir, There’s a Do&or below d 
figes to fee you. 

Arg. What Doétor’s this? 

Join. A Doctor of Doctors upon my Word, 

Arg. L ask thee who he is? 

Toin. 1 don’t know him; but he and I 
are as like one another as two drops of 


Water. If I were not fure my Mother was 
an honeft Woman, I fhou’d {wear this was 
fome little Brother of mine fhe had dropr 
fince my Father’s deceafe, 

Arg. Let him come in. 

Ber. This Happens to your Wifh—. One 
Doétor leaves you, and another comes in 
isRoom. 

4rg. Iwifh you mayn’t be the Caufe of 
fome Misfortune. 

Ber. Harping again ‘on that Sering ? 

Arg. See, fee, how I feel here at Heart 
ull thofe Diftempers, I don’t know what to 
pall ‘em, thofe——— 








ke 


EE , 
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Enter Toinette Drefs'd as a Phyfitian. 


Toin, Permit me Sir, to pay my Re- 
{peéts to you, and to offer you my {mall 
Services, in relation to what Bleedings and 
Purgations you fhall have Occafion for. 

Arg. Sir, 'm very much oblig’d to you, 
By my Troth, Toinette her felf! 

Toin. I ask your Pardon for a Moment,—~- 
-¥Tll-but difpatch my Servant on an Errand 

Vd forgot, and be with you again imme- 
diately. [ Exit Toin. 
Arg. Gadfo! Wou’d not one fay ‘twas 
certainly Toinette ? 
Ber. "Tis true they’re mighty like, but 
tis not the firft time we've feen thefe for 
eof things — Hiftories are full of thele- 
Zufus Nature. 
| Arg. For my Part, ’'m very much fur- 
priz’d at it, and 





Enter Toinette immediatly, Drefs'd in her 
own Habit. 


Toin. What do you want Sir? 

Arg. W ant ? ae 

Toin. Ay, Sir, did ‘not you Gall? . 

Arg: Call? No. 

Toin. Then my Ears tingl’d. 

Arg. Stay, ftay a little and fee this Doctor 
that’s fo like you, 

Tein. No, 
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Toin. No, No, I’ve Bus’nefs below—I’ve 
feen enough of him. [Exit Toin. 

Arg. If I had not feen ’em both together, 
I fhou’d have thought ’em but one, 

Ber. I haye read furprifing things of Re- 
femblances of this Nature ; and we have 
feen a great many Examples of ’em in our 
Time, that have deceiv’d ev’ry body. 

Arg. I proteft I fhou’d have te deceiv'd 
by this, and fhou’d have fworn ’twas the 
fame Perfon. ' 






Enter Toinette as a Phyfitian. 


Tiin, Sir, I ask your Pardon with all my 
Heart. 
Arg. This is Wonderful ! 

































ele" Toin. I hope youll not take amifs 
this Curiofity of mine in Vifiting a 
ur Perfon of fo extraordinary an Indifpofition 
as your felf. Your Reputation that reaches 
evry where, will bear me out in the 
af Liberty I've taken. 
Arg. Your Servant Sir. 
Toin. I obferve, Sir, you look earneftly 
upon me—pray how old do you thinkI am? 
Arg. Old ? Ithink you may be Six or 
Seven and Twenty at moff. 
Toin. Ha, ha, ha, Why Sir, ’'m above 
Fourfcore. 
actor Arg, Fourfcore ! 
» No; 


H 2 Toin. Yes, 























976 Le MALADE IMAGINAIRE, 


Toin. Yes, Fourfcore. You fee an Ef. 
fe& of the Secrets of my Are, that I'm 
able to.preferve my felf thus frefh and Vi. 
ae: el to 

Arg. By my Troth, a.very Jolly .youn 
Selicn of Fourfcore. ae 

Toin. I am Sir, an Itinerant ‘Phyfitian, 
that ‘ravel from Town to Town, from 
Province to Province, from Kingdom to 
Kingdom, to feek out ample Matter for 
‘my Capacity, and to find out Patients 
worthy of imploying my ‘felf about, and 
capable of exercifing the-Great and No- 
ble Secrets I've difcover’d in Phyfick. I 
difdain the amufing my felf with the little 
Fry of Common Difeafes, the trifles of 
Rhumatifms and Defluxions, Agues, Va- 
jours and Megrims.. Give me your Dif- 
afes of Importance, good continual Fe- 
rers attended with Diliriums, good Purple- 
Fevers, good Plagues, good confirm’ 
Dropfies, good Pleurefies with Inflamma- 
tions in the Lungs. Thefe are what I 
.Cclight in, thefe are what I excell in ; and 
J cou'd wih, Sir, you’d all the Diftempers 
Ive mention’d upon you at once, tha 
you were given over by all Phyfitians, 
defpair’'d of, and at Death’s-door ; that! 
might demonftrate to you the Excellence 
of my Medicines, and the Paffion I have 


#0 do you Service———. 
Arg. Sit, 
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Arg. Sit Pm very much oblig’d to you 
for your Kindnefs. 

_-Tuin. Let me feel your Pulfe—Come,beat 
now as ye fhou’d do. I'll make ye do 
as ye ought. Ho—thisPulfe plays the Foal. 

1 fee ye don’t know me yet.. Who's your 

Phyfitian ? 

Arg. Dr. Purgon. 

Toin. Purgon? Who's he? I ha’nt his 
Name in my Table-Book amongft the E- 
minent Phyfitians. Where do's he fay your 
Diftempsr lies ? 

Arg. He faysin my Liver, others fay in 
my opicen. 

Toin. They're all of ’ema Pack of ig- 
norant Fellows —I fay it lies in yougg 
Lungs: 

Arg. Lungs ? 

Tein. Where’s your Pain ? : 

Arg. I have from time to time a Pain in ° 
my Head. 

Toin. ‘The Lungs exaétly. 

4rg. I feem fometimes to have a Mitt be~- 
fore my Eyes. 

Toin. The Lungs. 

Arg. Sometimes I’m fick at Heart 

Toin. The Lungs. 

Arg. I feel now and then the ftrangeft 
Wearinefs over all my Limbs. 

Join. That’s the Lungs. 

4rg. And fometimes I’m taken with fuch 
Pains in my Belly, as if it was the Cholick. 

H 3 Tein. The 



















bas .b 
Fon we, 


ie ates See 
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Toin. The Lungs again —You have a good 
Stomach to what you eat ? 

Arg. Yes, Sir. 

Join. The Lungs. — You love to drink a 
Glafs of Wine ? 

Arg. Yes, Sir. 

Toin. The Lungs.— You take a little Nap 
after Dinner with a great deal of Pleafure? 

Arg. Yes, Sir. 

Toin. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell ye— 
What do’s your Phyfitian order you to Eat? 

Arg. He orders me Soupe. 

Toin. Ignorant. 

Arg. Fowl. 

Join. Ignorant. 

Arg. Veal. 

Join. Ignorant. 

Arg. Broth. 

Join. Ignorant. 

Arg. New-laid Eggs. 
Join. Ignorant. 

Arg. And at Night a few ftew’d Pruins 
to keep my Body open. 

Toin. Ignorant. 

4rg. And above all to drink a great deal 
of Water in my Wine. 

Toin. Ignorantus, Ignoranta, Ignorantum. You 
mutt drink your Wine pure from the Grape ; 
and to thicken your Blood, which is too 
thin, you muft eat good fat Beef, good fat 
Pork, good Dutch Cheefe, Water-Gruel 
and Rice, Chefnuts and Wafers to “| 

an 





h 
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and conglutinate. Your Doétor'san Afs. I'll 
fend you One upon my Recommendation, 
and will come and fee you my felf fome- 
times, as long as I ftay in this Town. 

Arg. You'll oblige me extremely. 

Toin, What-a-pox do you do with this 
Arm? 

Arg. Do with it ? 

Toin. Here’san ArmTd have cut off this 
Minute if I was you. 

Arg. And why fo? 

Toin. Don’t you fee it draws all the Nu- 
triment to it felf, and won't fuffer the ’to- 
ther to thrive— ? 

Arg. Ay, But I've occafion for my Arm. 

Toin. If I was in your Place too, I'd in- 
ftantly have this Eye pluck’t out. 

Arg. Pluck out an Eye ? 

Tin. Don’t you fee it diforders the tothe 


and robs it of its Nourifhment.— Be per-™ 


{waded by me and caufe it to be pluck’t out 
immediately— youll fee much clearer with 
your Left. 

Arg. There’s no hafte for’r. 

Toim. Adieu, Sir—I’m forry to leave you 
fo foon, but I’m oblig’d to be ata great 
Confultation, that’s to be held upon a Per- 
fon that dy’d Yefterday. 

Arg. A Perfon that dy'd Yefterday ! 

Toin. Yes — to advife upon what Means 
ought to have been us’d to have cur’d him. 
Your Servant. 


H 4 Arg. I 
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Arg. I wait on you no further, Sir. Sick 
People you know are excusd from that 
Ceremony. [ Exit Toin, 
. Ber. This Doétor truly appears to be a 
very able Man. 
Arg. Ay, but -he goes a little too faft. 
Ber. All your pe Doétors do fo. 
Arg. To cut off an Arm, and pluck out 
~  anEyetomake the other better? Id ra- 
EB ther it was not fo well— A pleafant opera- 
-—€ ~tion indeed, to make me both Lame and 
txK Blind! 





Enter Toinette, {peaking as fhe comes in. 


Tein. Hold, Do&or Hold,— Your Servant 
for that,— I’m not difposd to be fo mer- 


irg. What’s the matter, Tcimette ? 
Toin. Nothing wou'd ferve your Dodor,. 
by my Truly, but he wou'd needs feel my 
Pulfe. 

Arg. That’s fomething ftrange et Four- 
fcore. 

Ber. Well, Brother, fince you and Dr. 
Purgon are now at Variance, Ihope I may 
have the liberty to propofe the Match for 
my Niece that I was {peaking of. 

Arg. No, Brother, I'm _refolv’d to put 
her into a Nunnery, for offering to oppofe 
my Will and Pleafure— I perceive here's 
ie fome Love Affair hid under all this ; ee 
bi ave 

















| 
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have difcover’d a certain private Enter- 
view, they. don’t know Ihave. 

Ber. Very well, Brother; and fuppofe 
there was fome little Inclination in the 
Cafe, where wou'd be the harm on’t ?—~ 
You've no Caufe to be difpleas’d, fince no- 
eg is intended but what's Honoura- 

le. 

Arg. Whatever's intended I don’t care— 
She fhall be a Nun, that’s refolv’d. 

Ber. There’s one in the World I’m fure 
you'll pleafe in that. 

Arg. I underftand you— You're always 
harping on that String ‘My Wife is a 
great Eye-fore to. you —— 

Ber. Yes indeed, Brother, ’tis your Wif 
I mean; and fince ’tis neceffary to be plat 
with you, I muft tell you, I can. no mora 
bear your Ridiculous Fondnefs for her, than 
I canthat you have for Phyfick, and fee you 
hand over head run into all the Snares fhe 
lays for you. 

Toin. Ah, Sir, don’t talk fo of my 
Miftrefs—fhe’s a Woman no body can fay 
any thing againft—a Woman without De- 
ceit, andone that Loves my Mafter 
There’s no faying how much fhe loves him, 

Arg. Ask her but how fond fhe’s of me ? 

Join. “Tis very true, Sir. 

Arg. How concern’d for my Indif- 
pofition ! 

Join, Right. 

Arg. And 
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*| Arg. And the Care and Pains fhe takes 

‘| about me? 

Toin. “Tis certain, Shall I convince you 
‘ and fhew you now prefently how much my 
Mittrefs loves my Matter ?—permit me Sir, 
to undeceive him and shew him his Mif- 
ae take [7o Argan. 
ee Arg. But how? 
oat Toin. Hark, my Mitftrefs is juft return’d— 
~ & Clap your felf down in this Chair—ftretch 
-—( your felfout at your full length and feign 
«LZ your felf Dead— You'll fee the Grief fhe'll 
ein, when I tell her the News. 

4rg. Well, well. 

Toin. Ay, but don’t frighten her too 
long ; it may chance to kill her. 

w rg. Let me alone for that. 

5 [Zoinette to Berald.| Do you Sir, ftand 
lofe in that Corner. 

* Arg. But is there no Danger in feigning 
one’s felf Dead ? 

Toin. No, no, what Danger fhou’d there 
be in? Do you only ftretch out your 
felf. *Twill be very pleafant to fee how 
Blank your Brother will look—Here’s my 
Mittrefs — Clofe. [ Afide. 





Enter Belina. 


eaeen ws: | . : > 
a ftrange Accident is this ? 


Bel. What's 








Pee: b Toin. Oh, Heav’ns! oh Mifortune! what . 
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Bel. What’s the matter, Toinette? 

Toin. Ah, Madam! [ Crying. 

Bel. What is’t? 

Toin. My Mafter’s Dead. 

Bel. Dead? 

Toim. Ay, alafs, defun@, — he’s gon. 

Bel, Art thou fure on’t ? 

Toin. Too fure. No-body yet. know’s 
any thing of this Accident—Not a Soul 
was here but Ito helphim. He funk down 
inmy Arms juft now—Here, Madam, fee 
here how he ly’s ftretch’t out in his Chair. 

Bel. Now Heav’ns be praisd—Now am 
I free’'d from an infupportable burthen — 
rw a Simpleton art thou, Toinette, to cry 
0! “ 

Toin. Cry, Madam! why I thought 
were to Cry. 

Bel. Go, £0, ’tis not worth the while—% 
A great lofs indeed, what good did he do 
above ground ? an uneafy, ill-fhap'd filthy 
Fellow, never without a Clifter or fome 
poyfonous Phyfick in his Belly, always 
coughing, hawking, fpitting, fenfeleds, 
troublefome, plaguing evry body; and 
fcolding Night and Day at the Servants. 

Toin. A very handfom Charaéter truly. 

| Afide. 

Bel. Thou mutt affitt me, Toinctte, im 
executing my defign ; and thou may’ft de- 
pend on’t, that in ferving me thy Reward 
is certain. Since then by good Fortune, no 


body 
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body yet know’s of the thing, let's carry 
him to his Bed and keep his Death con- 
ceal’d, till I’ve fecur’d my Matters, There 
are Papers and Money. I intend to feize ; 
for tis not juft I fhou’d have paft the beft 
of my Years with him, without fome Ad- 
vantage. Come, Toinette, in the firft place 
let’s take all his Keys. 

Arg. Softly, foftly. [Starting up. 

Bel. Ah! 

Arg. So, Miftrefs Wife, is. this your 
Love for me? 

Join. How, the Déad Man alive again? 

Arg. I'm very glad Fve difcover'd your 
Kindnefs, and heard the fine Chara&er you 
gave of me — "Tis fuch an Inftructive 
wLefion, as will make me-Wifer for the 
iture,and prevent me from doing a great 
any things. [70 Belina as fhe’s going out: 
0 rag coming out-of the place, where he was 
bid.] So Brother, do you fee the thing 
now ? 

Toin. I {wear folemnly I cou’d never 
have imagin’d this —— But I hear your 
Daughter coming. Get you both to your 
formerPofts,and let’s fee how she'll take your 
Death—It may’nt be amifs to make this 
Tryal, by which, now your hand's in, 
you'll difcover the real Sentiments of all 
your Family. 
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Enter Angelica. 


Toin. Oh, Heav'ns! Oh, the fatal Ac- 
cident! Unfortunate Day ! [Cry’s. 

Ang. What ail’s thee Toinette— what doft 
thou cry for? 

Toin. Alas! I've difmal News to -tell 

ou. 

’ Ang. Ah! what? 

Toin. Your Father's Dead. 

Ang. My Father Dead, Toinette? 

Tom. Ay, fee there he ly’s: He expir’d 
this Minute in a Fit. 

Ang. Oh, Heav’ns! what a Misfortune, 
what a Cruel Blow is this! To lofe my 
Father, that was ev'ry thing in the World 
to me, and to increafe my Afflicion, to 
lofe him juft at a time when he had con- 
ceiv'd a Difpleafure againft me—What will 
become of me, Miferable Creature? and 
what Comfort can I find for fuch a Lofs 


Enter Cleantes. 


Clean. What’s the Matter, my fair An- 
glica? and what Misfortune’s this you de- 
plore? 

Ang. Alas! I deplore the lofs of all chat 
was Dear and Valuable to me in Life, my 
Father, 


Clean, Oh, 
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i} Clean. Oh, Heav’ns! what an Accident, 
(| what an unexpected Stroke is this! Alas! 
After I had intreated your Uncle to fue to 
*. | him for hisConfent to our Marr’age,I came 
to prefent my felf to him and to endeavour 
' by my Refpedts and Prayrs to incline his 
ATH Heart to grant you to my faithful Vows. 
st Ang. Oh, Cleantes, Let’s talk no more of 
#4 = any fach thing—let’s lay afide all Thoughts 
Bo of Marr’age. After chis lofs I'm refolv'd 
——€ to be no longer of this World, and here 
«t#Z) I renounce ic for ever. Yes, my Dear 
# = Father, if 1 have formerly oppos'd you in 
not doing what you wou'd have had me, 
Em now’ determin’d to execute one of 
our Intentions at leaft, arid co attone by 
that for the Trouble, I'm confcious to my 
felf, I've given you —— Permit me, my 
Deareft Father, to engage you my Word 
for it, andto embrace you to fhew you 


































































my 
Arg. Ah, my Dear Daughter !. [Rié/ing up. 
Ang. Ah! [Scard, 


So So _ 





Arg. Come hither Child—don’t be afraid— 
I an’t Dead— Come hither— Thou art my 
own real Daughter, my own Fiefh and 
Blood, and Im overjoy’d to difcover fo 
much good Nature in thee. 

Ang."How agreable is this Surprife ! Since 
then, Sir, by an extraordinary good For- 
tune, Heav’n has reftor’d you to my. Vows ; 
/ permit me here upon my Knees to beg 
' * one 
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one thing of you. If you difapprove the 
Inclination of my Heart, if you refufe me 
Cleantes for a Husband, let me intreat you 
at leaft not to force me to Marry any 
other—That’s all the favour I beg. 

Clean. Ah, Sir, fuffer your felf to be 
mov’d at her Pray’rs and mine, and fhew 
not yourfelf averfe to the mutual Tranfports 
of fo Tender an Inclination. 

Ber. Nay, Brother, can you hold out 
againft all this? 

Toin. Sir,can you be unmov’d by fo much 
Love ? 

Arg. Well, well, let him turn Phyfitian, 
and I do confent to the Marr’age. Harke 
Sir, turn Phyfitian, and I give you 
Daughter. | 

Clean. With ail my Heart, Sir, Apotheca 
too, upon thofe Terms. That’s a Trifle. I 
woud do a great many other things to 
obtain the fair Angelica. 

Ber, But Brother, there's a Thought 
come into my Head now,—ev’n turn Phy- 
fitian your felf. The Conveniency will be 


ftill greater,when you have ev'ry thing you 
want within your felf. 

Toin. True, and you'd certainly be well 
in a little while ; for there’s no Diftemper fo 
faucy as to meddle with the Perfon of a 
Phyfitian, 


Arg, I 
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Arg. I fancy, Brother, you only jeft 
with me. Am I of an Age fit to apply 
my felf to Study ? 

Ber. Pugh, Study! you're Learned e- 
nough ; theré’s a great many among ’em 
have not the skill you have. 

Arg. But I ought to fpeak Latin well ; 
to know Difeafes and the Remedies that 
are proper for ‘em. 

Ber. Oh! you'lllearn all that upon putting 
on ‘your Doctors Gown and fquare Cap— 
youll have more ‘skill in an inftant than 
‘you'll know what to do withal—— 

Arg, What, do People learn howto Dif- 
courle upon Diftempers by putting on the 


~ Habit? 





Ber, Ay, ay, with a Gown and Cap, 
you may talk any thing ; any ftuff then be- 
comes Learn’d, and any Impertinence pafles 
‘for good Senfe. 

oin. Befides, Sir, if you'd no other 
Qualification than this Beard of yours, 
’twou’d go a great way; a Beard is more 
than half in haif in the making a Doétor. 

Cleam. At worft, Sir, I'm ready to do 
whatever you pleafe. 

Ber. Well, what fay you, fhall we per- 
form this Matter immediately ? 

4rg. How ! immediately ? 

Ber. Ay, here in your Houfe. 
~ rg. In my Houle? 


Ber, Ay; 
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Ber. Ay, I've fome Acquaintance of mine 
to make up a Body of Phyfitians that will 
be here inftantly, and will perform the 
Ceremony in your Hall; Ic than’t coft you 
a Farthing. 

Arg. But, what am I to fay ? -what an- 
fwers am I tomake ? 

Ber. You hhall be inftruéted in two Words, 
and you fhall have in Writing ev’ry thing 
that you're to fay. Go, go, put your felf 
into a Decent Habit—— Ill go and fend 
for ‘em 

Arg. Come on then, Let’s fee this. 

[Ex. Argan. 

Clean. What do you mean, Sir, and what_» 
do you intend by this Body of Phyfitians o 
your Acquaintance? - 

Toix. Ay, What's your Defign ? 

Ber. To divert our felves a little this E- 
—_ The Play’rs have made a little In- 
terlude upon a Phyfitian’s taking his Doctor's 
Degree, intermixt with Songs and Dan- 
ces ; and I’ve a mind we fhowd take the Di- 
verfion of it together, and that my Bio- 
ther fhou’d A@ the principal Pare in’t. 

Ang. But, Uncle, in my Opinion, you 
play upon my Father a little too fevere- 
y 


Ber. No, Niece, ‘tis not playing upon 
him—'Tis but humouring him in his Fan- 
cy— All this is only among our felves. 
Belides, we may ev'ry one take a part and 

i a? 
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act the Comedy amongft us. The Carnaval 


—T will bear us out —Go, quickly, get all 
things ready. 
oi} Clean. Do you confent, Madam ? , 


- Angelica. 
Ang. Yes— Since we're under my Un- 
cle’s Condud. 








The End of the Third ACT. 
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—_—__—_ 


The Burlefque Ceremony of ad- 
mitting a Doéor of Phyfick in 
Recitative Muftck and’ Dances. 


Enter feveral Upholfterers who perform the 
preparing the Hall, and fetting the Seats 
and Chairs to the Mufick— After which 
enters the whole Affembly, compos d of 18 
Perfons that carry Seringes,6 Apothecaries, 
22 Doétors, and the Per{in to be admitted, 
8 Surgeons dancing, and 2 Singing — 
Ev'ry one takes his Place according to his 
Rank. * 


PR:# SES. 


| Bere Doétores, 
Medicine Profeffores, 
Qui hic affemblati ‘eftis ; 
Et vos altri Signores, 
Sententiarum Facultatis 
Fideles Executores, 
Chirurgiani & Apothecart?, 
(Cum cota hac Compania;) 
Salus, honor, & argentum, 
Atque bonum Appetitum. 
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Non poffum, Fratres, doéti & cari 
Mecum fatis Admirari, 

Qualis bona Inventio 

Ett Medici profeffio ; 

How fine and brave a thing eft ifta, 
Medicina Benedida, 

Quz fuo nomine folo, 

Wonderofo miraculo, 

Pro tanto longo tempore 

Has made in Clover Vivere, 

So many People omni genere. 


Per totam terram videmus 
Grandam vogam ubi Sumus ; 
Et quod grandes & minuti, 
Sunt de nobis Infatuti : 


Totus mundus currens ad noftros remedios, 
Nos regardat Sicut Deos, 
ie noftris prefcriptionibus 
ncipes & Reges Subjeétos videmus, 


’Tis therefore noftra fapientia, 
Bonus fenfus atque prudentia, 
By all means Laborare 

Nos well to confervare. 

In tali credito, voga, & honore, 
Et take curam recevere 

In noftro doéto Corpore 

None but perfonas,Capabiles 
Et totas dignas fupplire 

Has plasas honorabiles, 


CPF ott 9 bet 
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For which Caufe nunc convocati eftis, 
Et credo quod findebitis 
Dignam materiam Medici, 
In Doéto homine, that there you See : 
Quem I in thingis omnibus 
Dono ad interrogandum, 
Et ftri@ly examinandum 
Veftris Capacitatibus. 


Prima DOCTOR. 
Simihi Licentiam dat Dominus Prefes, 
Et tanti doi Do@ores, 
Et affiftantes Illuftres ; 
Learnediflimo Bacheliero, 
Quem eftimo & honoro ; 
Demandabo caufam & Rationem, quare 
Opium facit dormire. 


BACHELIERUS, 
Mihi a do&o Do@ore 
Demandatur caufam & Rationem, quare 
Opium facit Dormire? 
To which Refpondeo, 
Quia eft in eo 
Virtus dormitiva, 
Cujus eft natura 
Senfus ftupifire. 


CHORUS. 
Bene, bene, bene, bene Refpondere 
Dignus, Dignus eft encrare 
In noftro Doéo Corpore, 
Bene, beng refpondere, 
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Secundus DOCTOR. 
Cum permiffione Domini Prefidis, 
Doétiffime facultatis, 
Et totius his noftris actis 
Companiz affiftantis, 
Demandabo tibi, Doéte Bacheliere, 
Quz funt remedia, 
Quz in Maladia, 
Call’d Hydropifia, 
Convenit facere, 


BACHELIERUS. 
Clifterium donare, 
Poftea bleedare, 
Afterwards Purgare. 


CHORUS. 
Bene, bene, bene, bene refpondere 
Dignus, Dignus eft entrare 
2 noftro doéto Corpore. . 


Tertius DOCTOR. 
Si bonum feematur Domino Pefidi, 
Dodiffime Facultati, : 
Et Companiz prefenti, | 
Demandabo tibi, doéte Bacheliere, 
Quz remedia Eticis, 
Pulmonicis atque Afmaticis 
Tu findas proper facere 2 


BACHELIERUS. 
Clifterium donare, : 
Poftea bieedare, oan tf 
Afterwards Purgareés CHO-§ 
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CHORU S. 


Bere, bene, bene, bene refpondere 
Dignus, dignus eft entrare 
In noftro doco Corpore. 


Quarts DOCTOR, 


Super illas Maladias, ; 

Doétus Bachelierus dixie maravillas ; 

But if I may not trouble Dominum prefidem, 
Dodctiffimam faculratem, 

Et totam honorabilem 

Companiam attendantem, 

Faciam illi unam queftionetn. 

Lait Night patientus unus, 

Cecidit in meas manus: 

Habet grandem feavram cum redoublamentis, 
Grandem dolorem capitis, 

Et grandum Malum in his fide, 
Cum grande difficulrate, 

Et pena refpirare ; 

Be pleas’d then mihi dicere, 
Doéte Bacheliere, 

Quid illi facere ? 


BACHELIERUS. 


Clifterium donare 
Poftea bleedare 
Afterwards Purgare. 


CHORUS. 
Bene, bene, &c. 


, 
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Quintss DOCTOR, 
But fi Maladia 
Perverfa et obftinata 
Will not be Curata, 
Quid illi facere ? 


BACHELTIERUS. 
Clifterium donare, 
Poftea bleedare, 
Afterwards purgare, rebleedare, 
Repurgare, & reclifterare. 


CHORUS. 
Bene, bene, &c. 


PReESES. 
Juras Keepare ftatuta 
Per facultatem prefcripta, 
€um fenfu & judgemento ? 


BACHELIERUS. 
Juro. 


iol. ha 


. a Zz 
B. Li 
am 


PRe#@ASES. 
Obfervare in omnibus 
Confultationibus 
Antiquas formas, & ufus, 
Quamvis Sint abufus ? 


BACHELIERUS. 
Juro. 
PRe@sSES 
Never te fervire 
De quibufliber remediis 


SAM sen rn 
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Than thofe of the Do&tzfacaitatisy... «| 
Shou’d the Patient penires) be mie Onc io? 
Et mori de fuo Malo?:s'» ) bi 

BACHELIERWUS, 

Jaro. , ‘ee 


PRA@SES, 
Ego cunvifto Boneto 
Venerabili & Doéto, 
Dono tibi:8 concedo 
Virtutem & poteftatem, 
Phyficandi, 

Purgandé, 

Bleedandi 

Prickandi, 

Cuttandi 

Slafhandi 

Et murderandi, 

Impune per totam terram, 


All the Surgeows and Apothecaries advance to 
(7 to the Mafick of the 
une. ; : 


BACHELIERUS, 


Grandes Do@ores dodtrinz, — 
Rhubarbe 8, Senz: 


‘Twou'd be in me una thing folla, 
Inepta & ridicula, 


Si pretendebamr m’enga , 
Vobis commendacionsedabatt, 
_— 


Es 























. Quz durabunt in Szcula. 
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Et endeavoutabam addare’:}> ©) ostT 
Splendorem ad Solem, © 31»: yeh 
Et Starras ad Ceelum, 
- aoe oe Sepen a 

t Flores a n gee? 
Be pleas’d then in ~ verbo, it 
Pro toto Acknowledgmento, 
Rendam gratiam corpori tam dodo. 
Vobis, vobis débeo, 7 
More than Nature & Patri meo: 
Natura & Pater meus, 
Hominem me habent fa@um; 
But vos me, which plus eft multum, 
Havetis fatum Medicum ; 
Honor, favor & gratia, 
Quz in hoc corde meo 
Imprimant reflentimenta 


, CHORUS. 

Vivat, Vivat, vivat, vivat, centies vivat 
Novus Do@or, qui tam bene fpeakat 
Mille, mille annis & eatet & bibat 

Et bleedet, & killet. 


All she Chirurgeons and Apothecaries dance ts 
the found of the Inftruments and Voices, clapping 
sbeir bands and beating their Mortars. 


CHIRURGYUS. 


May he fee his Dodas 
-Prefcriptiones 






Omnium 
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Omnium Chirurgorum, 
Et Apothecorum 
Fillire Shopas. 


CHORUS, 
Vivat, vivat, &£c. 


CHIRURGUS. 
May all his anni 
Be to him boni 
Et favorabiles, 
And a he never-want plaguas, 
Poxas, feavras, plurefias 
Bloody-fluxes, & dyffenterias. 


The Phyfitians, Surgeons and Apothecaries, 
on i 


eut according to, their Several Rooks, 
fame Ceremony they entr'd. 
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